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THE RAID ON THE PAYMASTER’S CAMP 





ee : - 


THOMAS Bristow-—The fghting young paymaster of Butter- 


field, Hicks and Butterfield, known as the great ‘‘ Butter- 
field Syndicate” which owns a chain of valuable gold 
mines on the Yath Keyed district, in Keewatin territory, 
British North America. . How Bristow fought for gold, 
lost gold, and found gold, is something worth reading. 
“Orv Spiinters ”’—Better known as “Old Splint,” a trapper, 
a miner, a hunter, and best of all a true and loyal friend. 


The quaint unlettered man, has a fund of common sense 


that. sparkles through these. pages, and makes him not 
only’a friend in need to Tom Bristow, but better yet, a 


friend that one hates to part with when the old mani says | 


his last word in these pages. 
Witson East—“ Old Man” of the famous gold mine, Daco- 


tah No. 6, and whose fighting. proclivities have a bull-dog __ 
touch, that. makes him a character* unique among the ~ 


‘sterling men that are wanting a Kingdom for civilization 
in the North West. — | 


“ BAD ELARRy ” i | Hurrox Gun 1 man, thief, ore: of a gang of i 
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“ Stack the tens in shape to rush into rolls of coin; 
chuck the five dollar gold pieces over here, where I 
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the “ Paymaster’s Cabin,” 
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PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY. 


bloodthirsty bei whose lives. were passed in crime, 
and who “ died with his boots on,’ which is the usual fate 
to overtake the bad men of, the frontier, 

“Long DAN” Jessurp—The confidential man of the Hutton 

bandit gang. He also plays a wild part for a brief season, 
but ends in the clutches of a force that blots him from 
the world with the sweeping ease one kills a fly. 

Nait-Tootu—A Chipewyan Indian, whose part in the Hutton 
gang was one more story of a bad life, and a bad death of 
a bad-man. 

Wu-Bears—The renegade companion of Nail- Tooth, the 
bandit, and who also makes up a type too prevalent on 
the wildest of Canada’s frontiers. 


“Bar” Tron—A thug with a sense of humor, but who also 


‘succumbs to the hand of dread fate. 

if THe SPECTRAL RIDER OF THE SpectraL Hunt”—Now you 
guess, who he was? 

“THE WHITE STALLION OF THE SPECTRAL Hunt”—A brave 
horse who bravely played his part. 





- Thomas Bristow, Paymaster for the great firm of 
Butterfield, Hicks and Butterfield, owners of many — 
‘gold and silver mines, freighters in the far North 
West, employers of hundreds upon hundreds of men 
all over the precious metal districts of British North 
America, and his assistant, “Old Splinters,” thus spoke 
while at work “ making up the weekly pay roll” at 
a half mile away from the 
yawning mouth of the great “ Dacotah No. 6,” the 
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Bees | Biel Wendt | 
Pe a wonderful gold mine on the shores ef Yath Keyed, the bull dog. He was in age. ee an teanite quantity. 

A ~ heautiful lake of the chain of lakes, around Chester- He had been a trapper, a hunter, a miner, a scout, 

field Inlet, that empties into Hudson Bay, in Keewatin a gun man of ability ; and had wide: experience behind | 

é territory in the great far North. ‘ him and therefore was, as he said, always ready to. 

i “ Hurry up, Splint,” added Bristow, a Spumdiel later. drink with a friend’ or fight an enemy, so what matter | 

Bs ‘We have got to have all this gold ready to pay out did it make with any one whether. he was nine or 

i e when the night-shift goes off work at the miné at six ninety ? | Roney) | a AT et 
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0 pe in the morning. What time is it?” 

Re) “Two minutes of two,” replied Old Splint, who 
possibly may have had another name once, but even 
he himself could not remember it. “ How much cash 
is there here?” ; 

“ Fifty-thousand dollars and in’ those bags over 
there is half a million more. You know the pay-roll here 
is fifty thousand a month, but there are a lot more 

mines to pay off before we get back to ak 

Old Splint grunted. 

“Don’t I know it? Haven't I been assistant pay- 
- .master over this triumph of man over gold, called the 
d 3utterfield section, for twenty-y’ars. Say, yer a young- 
- stah, my boy, but I seen yer daddy\wen he was foist 
| de paymaster on the game here .and now he’s quit the 
> route, and you’ve been put in his pee say I’m glad 
to sarve wid ye, boy, I sartain am.’ 

‘Tom Bristow laughed as he dug his hand into 
another batch of yellow-boys, 

“My, Pu it’s fun working in ei golden coins,” 
‘ia cried. ‘I just love to feel ’em.’ i 

“ Don't ye get a feelin’ of em too far, boy,” replied 
Old Splint with gravity. “ Thar’s whar boys get ter 
a feelin’ on those yellow coaxers, a feelin’ on em, till 
some day they’s fergits they don’t own em, and den 
thar’s a skipped pay Rider and a ruined boy somewhar 
out among the bad men,’ 

‘Tom Bristow laughed again in his free- -care. manner. 
Six feet and a fraction tall with hair the color of 
the gold he was carelessly tossing about as he piled 
it up to meet the pay-roll the early hours would have 
to see paid off; young Tom Bristow, was a pleasant 
sight for those who liked, robust powerful young 
American manhood. 

Bristow was an American, for iauteli of the labor 
employed about the mines owned by the “‘ Butterfield 
_ Syndicate” canie from America. ah | 
..... Bristow further, although hardly. cy Sea -two years” 
Pe old) was of powerful build. He was very strong, he 
himself hardly knew how strong; in perfect health, 
be OF resolute courage and with splendid nerves that 
-. flashed under his pink skin like so many active coils 

of electricity. 

i Bristow’s blue eyes laughed when he spoke now But 
they could grow hard chilly and merciless when he 

was aroused to anger; he was the absolute type of a 

young American fighting man. Z 

- Old Splint was, himself, one of those lean, sinewy, 

a, Canadian men, born to a life of danger and who met. 

_ his fate with a dashing abandon of a true English 
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~« “So you knew my father when he was vith: ‘the. 


the camp, but I sarves under him ever since; and ha 


valley to the great forest that dringed the top of 


of forest, the splendid lakes, the wide tossing rivers 


the mysterious North. 




































company?’ added Tom Bristow as he flung abode ; 4 
the shining gold, in he ay to. get it ready ie deliv ‘ 
ery iy 
“ Sartin, 
a likely chap. 


_ answered Old Splint. “ Your father was 
I disremembers the yar he comes to. 


I hated to leave him, when he quit. ae he well? m 

Oh, very well indeed for his age,’ ‘answered Tom. 
“He is living at Fort Churchill now, and Likes ' it” 
very much.” 


“Y cuah Matha, is dead?” 

‘Yes. She died five years ago.” 
“ You like this life, boy?” | 
Tom gazed out over the long eeten of hill aid | 


Bald Mountain with its hoary eternally’ snowy head, 
that seemed to be looking back and blinking at him. 

The chill air of the summer night in the Far North, 
where even in the hottest July day the iWesacietter | 
rarely goes above 65 degrees, came to Tom’s brow — 
through the open window. He thought of the amiles 


about him, the big game, the beautiful free outdoor 
life of the great country he was in and looked. back 
at Old Splint with a hearty wave af color over ie 
regular features. 


“You bet I like it,” MT obs cried. P Ou of your a 
cities for me. This is the only life for real men.” 


His enthusiasm fired Old mp lat for he too loved 


“ You talk right, boy,” the old ‘eater wieslieds “God 
maybe made a better country than this but I never 
seed it, boy. It’s God’s own country, out heah.” % 
_ Again Tom laughed gleefully. He nodded his head is 
in quick acceptance of the words of Old. Splint. | 

“Splint, you are the goods,” Tom. cried. , had iva 
hit me where I live when you praise this country. But 
now, we are ready to pay al ays got the nee in 
fine shape,” PNA AD ofr seni Si ee ea aa 

- Good.” RN dey ete tn ra ay ae Cn 

“IT wish you would - run over to the. mine ‘dnd: tell | ” 4 
the foreman that you were sent to tell him’ that we fe a 
are ready to Rey off now, - pee of the boys are of ee 
shifts.” > ine Bs Ei ara 

“ Do yer chink it ewe sor me to bea ie heah, boy’ 
thar’s many bad men around i ‘who Lib one as 
day at Dacotah Nol6 sth yg whats fg 

Tom ee a a fine, siver:mounted great 1 
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a. magazine. pun cathe King Debs peering out of its 


chambers in the form of conical- shaped bullets. 


Bristow roared as he whirled the weapon here and. 


‘Ghenes around the tiny Jong-mud-plastered iar as 
- if shooting at the forms of many enemies. } 
“ Why, I could get a regiment,” cried he! with his 


boyish smile. “ Who any ‘way, would dare an attack 


now on the Paymaster's camp? On the way up-from 
the Inlet, there might have been danger, but I had 


six men as guards. , Here, right within half a mile of | 
the mine where there’ S Six hundred men at work—oh, | 


shucks, Splint, you make me weary.” ; : 
“ Maybe, boy, maybe,” rejoined Old Splint. “I may- 


be wrong but thar’s men down thar at Marysville, only 
two miles down that thar bull-team road, whar the 
- company sends the ore to the stamp-mill, that ud do 


yer fer less gold than that thar before ye, to. say 
nothin’ of them yellow-boys back in them thar bags. 
Don’t yer get dead sure yer Safe out hyar on the 
frontier. There’s no ‘man nee Roe wot ain't ready 
to shoot.” oe 

“T’ll shoot, all dae it f heels must,” 
“ But there’s no danger here I am convinced, no mat- 
ter what there may be when we are on the road. No 
one would dare. attack me here. If he does, it’s his 
' sudden death for look here are my guns, two of them 

at my belt, two. here on a the. sa aeet we call the ‘ pay- 
desk.’ ”’ eRe 

“ Ter say nothin’ to. yer Bowie iaites a stickin’ out 


o’ yer belt thar, a whole lot of weepins, enough to 


do much business wid, if yah has got the sand ”—old 
Splint looked into the fearless, flashing blue eyes of 
the young paymaster, and then finished his sentence 
with a smile, ‘ “and E am Bae shore you ‘ve got sand, 
all: rightiore 4 il epee 

Tom’s face was. Sate with pleasure for Old Sanit 
Wie known. all. over the North- West as a man with 

“sand to burn.” Oy | 

“ You see If am 1 safe, my, friend, " ‘said Tom, in tis 


most winning manner, a very pleasant manner that. 


had gained him great popularity. S There can be no 
danger here from. any bad-man, and any way it won’t 
take you ten ‘minutes to deliver the message. What 
- can be done in ten minutes with me holding on to a 
regular arsenal of | ‘Weapons here and yen, knowing. l've 
got the sand to use them?’ ie 

—“ What good | does sand do if ‘twenty: thugs aD a 
this place? aan 


“There’s avore than twenty shots ‘here—enotigh for | 


every bandit? : 


rane ee Nee 


CN diets. a them thay’ ‘venomous ieatileinees. would ! 


stand and be shot. But ‘them critters shoot fast, and 
quick. Many, a good man with a gun has been planted 
out hyar, ’cause he got der ideer dat he was quicker 


on de draw dan, ‘nother gun ‘maf. And some on em 


ain’t found out thar mistake yit.” am ane 
Neti But we are ¢ yoniatenid, dest. now?? oy 
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* Bad-Harry ’ 


Chipewyan Indians as I ever seed. 


said Tom. | 


| replied Splint. 


crowd of hard-working miners were awaiting 


WEEKLY. — Pa Tia eae. 


“Wen I wos down to Marysville last night I seen 
Hutton and his partner, ‘Long Dan 
Jessup, a fillin’ up on red licker on the ‘ Chimney Cor- 
ers 3: | | i 

Tom’ S fae grew grave in a moment. 

i ‘ Whew,” he whistled. “I don’t like to hear that 
news. Hutton is a desperate man, a thug, a gun- 
fighter, thief, hold-up man; while Long Dan is a de- 
mon in drink, who is an Caitae of years standing— 
what are those-two men doing here?” 

“You aks me? I can tell yah,” cried Splint. “I see 
wen [ comes out 0’ dah gin-mill, two as bad lookin’ 
I looks up ovah 
careful like fer I has a rogues’ gallery in ma’ think 

| PaaS ; 3 
tank; but I never seed um before, but thay’s a couple 


of de Hutton guerrilla band I sees right thar.” 


“But after all, the gang may try to hold us up, 
when we get started over the hills and mountains for 
the Dacotah No. 7, twenty-five miles from here, and 
I feel sure that they won't try to attack us here, right 


here under the wing of the miners at work—why man 


I can almost shoot a revolver bullet from there to 


the entrance of the camp about the mine’s mouth.” 


“ That thar gang ain’t afraid of nothin’,” very quickly 
“If they wanted ter do ut, they’d 
jumper yer here if they was twen’ thousn’ miners 
right thar only half a foot away, instead o’ a matter o’ 
a few hundred a half mile away, you bet.” 

Tom knew the situation was serious. 

But he also knew that far away over a long trail, 

which had to be traversed in the quick daylight of 
the Far North-West summer, another great grimy 
pay- 
ment for labor, and that he must not be late or there 
would be grave trouble for him for he must make 
“ pay-day ’’ on time, if he almost killed himself in 
doing it, 
_ Tom further knew that the earlier he began paying 
off the men at the present station he had halted at, 
the quicker he would be on a journey to the next 
station. 

“Tom looked his weapons over carefully, 

They were in splendid shape. | 

He felt the corded muscles of his great right arm; 


and felt the blood tingle in his heart with the love Ot! 
battle. 3 


“Run along, Splint,” Tom cried. “I'll fight Bad 
tlarcy, and his whole gang the way I feel now, before 
breakfast, and with one hand tied to my back.” 

Old Splint loved a man of bravery. 

~ You would at that?” he cried. “ I'll go.” 

Splint turned toward the door and opened it, with a 
smile of eager RPP ase teste at the attitude of the 


“young paymaster. 


The world outside was dark and mysterious, save 
for the faint light of the stars. 
The 


mountains about made great  sentinel- like 

















ala. cat, bleated from out of themelnoy and fabiter 
from the magnificent forest. two or more miles, away, 
» came the how! of che great gray wolves of the timber 
land. | Baths 


~The Night-world, of Raven een of mystic life, was 
a-foot. The wild animals <i the North were ‘seeking — 
their prey. i 


And while they stood there, these two men, “only 
Be atoms now in the grand world of the wild, suddenly 
i i . here came from out of the air, the fierce beat of run- 

a : ning horses. ) 





Py ° Tom stood aghast. | RIVE ek i Wee 

We _. The fierce stampede came onward. | 

ti He could hear the neighing of many horses, as they 
ei } “rushed along at wonderful speed. | 

he i The fall of their hoofs, could be heard in ie ‘clear 
| night as if they were only a few feet away. 
me Le Snorting, breathing hard, yelling men on their 
a backs, the sound of shots, terrible oaths, wild cries 
for help, all coming apparently down from the sky 
-.» made Tom Bristow’s blood run cold in his veins. 

ae “The bandits!” he yelled turning to Old Splint. 
Pi: Old Splint’s face was purple with emotion. His 
lean lips were drawn back from his yetlowish, wolf- 
eae like teeth. | 

ii | One hand grasped. his huge ia AB, convulsively. 
' But he made no motion to draw it, 


The trampling hosts of horses seemed now to be 
right overhead. 3 
wo ene pas are hete,'! 
“pull your gun.” 


| “ Stop, boy,’ ‘cried the old man, in. an awe-struck 
‘ed voice, Stop! No bullet can stop them horses.” 

“Isn’t that the horses of aie mes coming: to at- 
tack us?” 


6 SE No, that-is” the ie cot the Special aie that 
> always comes in these parts to those who are about 
~ -) to die. Tom, you and I are both dead 1 men.’ 
ae Tom staggered to the door.. | 

Over his head high up in the clear ‘starry ee ene again 
he heard the sound of the running, trampling, hard | 
- pressed band of fast hurrying horses. 


, again cried Tom. “i Splint 





zon, looked keenly over the sSNA land which fay 
around him, dark and inscrutable, od UO 

“ The Ride of the Spectral Hunt, » iW ae ta ‘The 

sound of hurrying horses that always comes out here — 


before Death, King of Terrors?” npr aca a a 4a 

Poe “Yes,” replied Splint. ° Se ae BA en te Re 
i. oe “We are dead men, Tom, the Spectral Hunt is out. 
Y - iors us to our doom.” GaN pea aly ait Rana NAY 


Hs EV TT Hr ea Nad 
We aa tr neat Xi: 


Flash! Bang! AES MOV ETE en aA te seae 
- Splint’s voice had not been lost + “apon the still air, 
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» With awe- -struck eager eyes, Tom searched the hori- — 


when grave calamity threatens ; the horses’ that run | 


and MMSE Std ue TENS ire 





an burst of ae flame,. ar henna Nie 
A rifle had spoken. sa a Sa a 
Habe Old Splint plunged forward, with 4 
his body, a senseless bleeding hulk. th Beg 
“The Ride of the Spectral Hunt, . ‘SpHee oe 
as he fell to Tom, who saw a. dozen forms steal towa | 
the hat, as the | air became a Break sheet of ame, 



























circle around the young paymaster s fie seh. ory 
toward, his revolvers, with set "es thi 




































hight Beinke he was overcome., a 
A man sprang at-Tom’s throat. © J i 
Mis revolver darted death at the jumping, figu 
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CHAPTER IIe Fen: 
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ONE MAN AGAINST a: Sa ee 
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revolver, directly in his head, = 
A brown patch of blood showed on the si 
as he turned sideways and died. | 
He was dead before he struck the ground. 
Flash! Crash! Flash! Crash! 9 “gue 
Tom’s revolver in the first ten seconds fate i 
spat its bullets. | ied ig ri neal? 
Men in turn shot at him, ae by one of se 
freaks of fate, not a bitter: struck a fatal. SppH 
many of Tom’s reaped a grist of dead men 
Of the twenty men who were shooting a Tom, 
hardly | one but had reputations as. gun-fighters, 


in the hut, the enemy, had mae the ‘error bu 
too many men to attack. 
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~ They shot at him ; and he teceived a doze wound 
in the first half Mtl Io ho Bie aa ee us) 
Bullets lodged in his great ghee: but did [not 1 each 
‘his. deep beating life. His Head ‘was laid ope nt by a 
rifle ball; his deadly great, corded knotted 1 an 
enmson. with his own blood. | 
— On his. face red bands of bidbd aipesita 
“His: teeth were clenched - in his. desperatio ai 
‘Naeine white like those of | an angry mastiff. a 
low hair was” matted’ and stained with ming! 
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Here lay” a a A 
with bloody. foam. 

There lay. aa 
clutching his. yal 
Four men i e 
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of Bad- Harry oc 
been mortally. wounded by the fighting 
Now his’ revolvers. were ‘empty. 





‘Paymaster, 


There was Aatae to pteose in this horrible pig: 





stye of death, | 


dep re a 


Bristow ‘hurled Mae empty 9 weapons in the eae NOE ih 


two men that came charging. at him. 


Phe? jaw-bone. of the leader was ‘ctushed by ihe 
blow: but he still came on, a erting, and dimly trying: 


to reach his antagonist, 


The second man fell ae lay still. His temple had: 


been crushed by the ‘weapon. 
Tom Bristow | drew. his Bowie knife: | 
“He saw a man trying to pEnise him over the head’ 
with his. clubbed. rifle. | | 


With a- murderous snarl, ‘Tom kee under the gun, : 
before it could be descended, and then, he piriged his 


knife into the heart of his enemy. | 
A wild shout of triumph seemed to rend the air as 


_he struck his blow, and: right there Tom Bristow: be-" 


came no longer aman. 
He was a wild beast. of carnage. 


? 


His heart seemed. to him to be twice the ‘size of 


his body. eign ‘ir 


red. He was swimming. inia river of blood. 


young paymaster, He no more minded revolver shots, 


or knife thrusts, than if ae were the bay Stings OL; 3 


mosquitoes. eticaap site 


Men Hamacd: out Saf the pea anda to. get out 


of the way of this fighting devilish machine. 


lifeless. chunks of. dead humanity. 


z of gory combat, had such. a. fight been fought. 


Tom was now . long since past anything human. He ie 


oA 


had forgotten. eve rything “except that about him were 
enemies ; “that: he | was fighting, and must fight on, 
Cree why, he. did” ‘not. know. | “But his. brain. whispered 
P.: to him, ‘. fight cts ec ” and ae Bristow nana 











fee 


thie with the emoke | 


hig sins ‘covered vf 


Ss? “gang, six men aes or had 


‘a terrible blow on his 


- clearly séen way over 


| Harry I 


Into the heart. ot the gang rushed the now. crazed 
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% How did he come : hese? sf thought oie 
he?” 

But he had a rifle; HG rauicts Tom comprehended, 
He. grasped the weapon. 


_ Over there in the early dawn, which now was just U8 
"i glittering the sides of the mountain, not a thousand 
be away, Tom got the idea that he saw the forms. 


of riding men. | 
~The rifle. flasked to his shoulder. aS 
Its roar came, 
Over on the mountain T om saw a man fall swiftly 


| from his horse. - 


Tom sR a to give a wild yell of triumph. 

What was this? 

No sound came from his lips. 

Things began to dance up and down. The miner 
seemed to be suddenly capable of turning into other 
miners ; there were many of them. about him. 

| Tom Bristow felt the earth rise up and strike him 
side. 
to the flying foe, now to be 
on the road from the mine, that 
wound up the great mountain side, to wind up many 
other great mountain sides into the tremendous silence 
of the trail to Chesterfield Inlet. 

The midnight alarm, had called the hardy miners to 


He fell down face 


the paymaster’s hut when they heard the terrible sound 


of the deadly battle: but the raid on the paymaster's camp 
had been successful. 

-. In spite of his wonderful fight, the gang of Bad 
utton, were flying away on horse-back with 


all the treasure of the paymaster, and out of twenty- 


| “ two men who had attaresd him but four were left 
Everything: about. ih turned red, a neat awful: | | 


alive, 
Tom Bristow had heecahis alone and unaided, killed 


"sixteen ot the band 1 in a fight that lasted hardly fifteen 


mintttes: 
‘The pay master fad twenty wounds on his body. 


| He was cut, shot, clubbed so that had he not hada 
constitution. of iron,:a life of out-door endeavor, a 


| ~ elean living record, he would not have survived ten 
|» Others ran hither, and: thither, ‘in wild fear, for Tom | 


raved within the narrow cabin, killing, shooting, stab- 
. bing, clutching» hardy, splendid fighting men | by 
. brawny throats. and choking them ina moment. ae 
xis Nett _ a wraith of a man, while near him, in another bunk 
PD Never, amas ‘the great. North- West’ a shortened 


minutes. 
As it was the rescuing miners had removed him to 


Marysville expecting that he would be dead in a few. 


moments; and there for months he lay, fever tossed, 
tossed in fever also, just alive, and that was all, his old 
friend, and companion, / Old Splint, the trapper. 

So day, after aay week after week slowly dragged 
Alongs i so 

One morning ste mouths later, when the early 


October | half winter half summer days had come, Tom 
Bristow opened his eyes. 


They. rested upon the good bamored face of Old 


i ) ‘Splint, whose hurt had been a bullet through the head, 
e- but who lived on, as if receiving Bela in this place 
st was an ordinary oceurrence. : 


“Who is ! 
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“ Hellow, Splint,” cried Tom feebly. . 

“ Hellow,” cried Splint, all solicitude. 

“Am I dead?” 

Splint laughed and shook his head. 

“Are you dead?” 

Again Splint shook his head. ’ 

“Where am I?” 

“Tn Marysville.” 

“Oh. How did’ I get here?” 

“ Big gang of miners brought you here.” 

‘Did the bandits get the cash?” 

“ All but a few hundred dollars.” 

“ Did I get any?” 

“Some. They have planted ’em all. 
‘Tom Bristow’s’ private grave-yard.” 

A ghost of a smile came over Tom’s face. 

“ How many did I get?” 

“ You killed sixteen, out of the twenty-two men that 
attacked you from the bandit men’s gang. There was 
one fellow more just stunned.” 

“What became of hin?” 

“The: boy’s just aes him, Batch 
counted on your string.” 

Tom smiled again, a wan, weak smile. 

“I feel pretty sore,” he said. 

“You ought to. You’ve got the finest collection 
of scars about you ever man had. I’d go East when 
I got up and show them scars. Thar’s lot 0’ men out 
hyar, with big reppertations that ain’t got no where 
as many honl’ble scars as you has.” 

“Tell me all about it?” 

Thus urged Splint told Tom all about the great 
fight he had made to save the money. 

“ "Twas the greates’ fight seen in this year country, 
I sez,” remarked Splint, “when them fellers from the 
comp’ny comes_over to heer ’bout it. They sez noth- 
ing ‘but they does a lot. They sez there ain’t no 
money that we chaps is to try and save, when it comes 
to gitting me and you well. I hears this part when 
I come to., I lays for two days wid me head in the 
clouds, and I no more good than a baby, But when I 
comes out o’ the trance I gits going quick. I takes 
th’ job o’ nussing you back to home and friends, and 
here you are, all right, except weak; hear I am, all 
right except tarnal mad, boy,’ thet i Bee me > lay off 
- $0 early in de foight.” 

Tom smiled again. ' | 
pag “‘Twasn't your fault,” he cried. ‘ There was not 
much look in for you, for you got it first, when some- 
one put a rifle bullet in your head.’ 

“I know but I hadn’t otter git it fust.” 

“ How could you help it?” 


‘Don’t suppose I could but two hard luck, thar, 
anyhow.” 


They call it, 


He isn’t 


just before we were attacked?” 


The waxen.face of Old Splint, which was white and — 
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ger en any hoss ever seen in ‘these year parts. 
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wan owing to ig long illness Berane, ‘if anything's a 
shade whiter. _ 

“Hush,” he whispered in awe- -struck tones. 

SOV by 2 i rine 

“Tt’s known here as ‘The | Ride of the Spectral — 
Hunt.’ We are the first two men, who ever heard it 
and lived to talk of it afterward.” 

“What is it?” ° 

“T don’t know.” 

“Ts it only here that one hears it? ” 

“Here in what is known as the Yath Keyed Lake 
district, the Ride is well known about, but I never 
hear tell of it anywhar’ else. But say, it’s pretty well 
known heer. There ain’t no one to die by vil’ence thet 
don’t a-hear ut, just before he goes.” 

“ Don’t people that die in their beds from mortal 
illness ever hear it?” ! 

“They says not. It’s only the gun men, them fel- 
lers like us that get theirs in some desp-rit encounter, 
thet ever hears it. It’s for sure an eye opener ter 
suddint death, up here in these wilds. ‘The Ride of 
‘The Spectral Hunt’ means dead men harbouts.” 

Tom questioned Old Splinters carefully and at 


length got from ie all he ney ae the ghostly — 


horses. . ee 


As the soa Guoper had atid any persons in the 
district in which the two men were, who were in 
danger of death by violence, heard over their heads the 
sound of a Brent multitude of Een oe passing 
through the air. Ne 


There was heard the ee of the steeds; the 
terrible swift rush of their flying feet; the oaths of 
their riders as they urged on the band with great cries 
of encouragement, and then there ‘ame right in the 
midst of the noise a dreadful silence. -The Ride of 
the Spectral, Hunt was over, and by that time the man 
who was to be ‘warned; was. seat as Old Splinters 
shrewdly put. Fh zi 


* Has anyone ‘seen. the horses that wake up the 
Hunt?” asked Tom. Pee 

Old Splint lowered his. voice. ae iw | 
-“T heern tell,” he said, “that yars ago,’a feller livin’ 
up thisaway, did see one of the Spectral Horses.” 
‘ “What did he look like? am 

“eT heern that he was a big White Stallion, oh, big- 
His 
eyes was aflashin’ fire. He runs in big. leaps no mortal 
hoss cud ever make. He cum a flyin’ down ther trail, 


~ 


an’ he gits off ‘fore anyone can flip a lasso over him— 


say, they sez he’s fierce, that ehostly horse. 
we uns’ll never see um.’ ? ipts 
. Bristow was not superstitious uk he shuddered as 


I hope 4 


he sank into a fitful slumber. — | or) 
“ Did you hear the Hunt of the Spectral Pisce 


“The Ride of the Spectral. Hunt’ i came in a reat 
jumble through his dreams. i 
The early morning sun came the next. morning and 
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chm ad a ‘beam down mpon the sleeping, face of 
Old Splinters. - ) atin ie te 
He sat bolt iptielt i in a moment, | 
_ A feeling of loneliness came to him. 
He looked over, to where Tom Bristow, y should have 
_ been sleeping in. his Bae. 
‘There. was no one diet,’ 
Old Splinters’ gave a yell of dismay. 
“Tom,” he cried, . “Tom Bristow.” 
“There was no answet. 3 
Still weak from his wound the Loic Staggered to 
his, feet.’. He hurriedly searched the room; no trace 
ot Tom could. be found. | 
~ Old Splinters dashed to the door, 


o 


Under. his. anxious gaze the silent hills, the dark 
woods gave no sign of human life. — 


_ 


Old Splinters. dashed back. into the cabin. His face 


was white. 


“Gone,” he moaned, “Tom Brictaw has gone,” 
fy at CT . Me play ee 
fs e} if rear en ih i fee 
Hy Pe lee i PAST ER ‘TI. | 


hat fat eet gl 7 
wt Eos “rE GLEN ‘OF THE SPECTRAL HUNT,’ 


_- 


: 


naa yas Warhth; light. merriment in the Dirty 


| sii saloon on the main street of Marysville. 


j 


a. : 


: 


. 


# 
\\ 





The Dirty Spoon was famous all over the North- 
West. “It was a saloon in which the horde of the bad- 
men, the gun-fighters. of the district:passed their tine, 
drinking. deeply, fighting among themselves, gambling 
and in the coarse pleasures of the time, and of the men 
who made the time. memorable i in the crimson history 
of the territory. 

The gang of Bad- Harry Fitton had full possession 
Jon the saloon this night in late October. 


The fitful summer: of the ‘North-West was. waning; 


all ready the. leaves were turning golden brown in the 


af wide forest. 


Bad- -Harry © Hutton and te Dan Jessup, his 
ia lieutenant: in deeds of blood, were seated in a 
corner of the room, watching a game of faro, in which © 
other “members of his band were pipyine with various 
- degrees of good fortune. | 

. The. dealer, a ‘ white-faced, furtive eyed: man was 
“slowly shifting the cards: the look-out was calling | 
each one as it fell from the dealing box, and the sounds 


‘of fierce. delight, or mad curses at the jade ‘Dame For-— 


tune, now and ‘then ‘broke through the room. : 

In the cheaply. fitted alcove devoted to the ‘bar, a 
string ‘of wild bond men | were area ‘The room was 
- filled with tobac CO: 


-volvers which une: Shandy, at Shel ‘helis, oe 


oy rebet \e 


“ 


Dai serene : ominated. Wide hats, were © pulled 


down over desperate eyes - it was a riot of evil, a ter- 
-rible company this, not a man in it but was 
known everywhere for his ability to hold his life at 
the muzzle of a gun; and who belonged to that ter- 
rible class, the bad-man of the great North- West. 


Quite undismayed Bad-Harry talked in a low tone 
_ with his dearest friend, Long Dan Jessup. 


_Bad- Harry did not. look his title. 


| He was a little man, 
inches in height. - His eyes were black. 
and sweeping moustache were of the same dead color. 
His face was round, and unwrinkled; he looked like a 
boy hardly out of his school days. 


not more than five feet five 
His hair. 


at 


He) 


3ut it was in his thin lips, his firm chin, the leap- . 


ing deadly light that like the weary eyes of some caged 


tiger held in captivity, seemed to look at one, through 
one, and back ‘to the wild life of the olden time, that 
eave one the glimpse of the seething tempest that lay 
behind this man. , 

Ouick as a flash of sheet lightning was the hand of 
Bad Harry on his gun, when he scented danger. 
undefinable something that gave him the power to 
Helle ot one b edine! secaind bend of an sitaccpurtad 
vas what gave him the supremacy over his gang. 


The furtive gleam in his eyes told of the strain this 


The: 


knowledge brought to his nerves; he held his. position . 


as Chief of Bad Men, but only by dint of his ability 
to ‘get there first.” Already many men were ready 
to contest his stiffemacy at the gun’s mouth; there 
were forty unmarkéd graves that told the fate of those 
who in the past had aspired to the leadership. 


“Tt was a quick jump for our guns,’ Bad Harty 
said once when asked why he had shot so many men 
in his short life, “and I naturally got mine goin’ first. 
Tf I hadn’t I wouldn’t be here; other fellow would.” - 

Long Dan Jessup, was different from his leader. 

He looked like a lumberman, as he was once, in his 


younger days. But the. fatal quickness, the natural 
ability to shoot straight, quick, sudden, and with 


deadly aim, had raised him through many a bitter | 
battle to the second in command of the Bad Harry 


Hutton gang, and his great bulk, his wonderful 
strength kept him in the foreground. 


Both men, wary of assassination, knowing that there 


were twenty rewards of money for their captures dead 


or alive in many districts through the great North- | 
West were standing where they could see every move-.. 


ment in the room, yet so far back that_no enemy could. 


creck behind them to take their worthless lives. 
“Cap,” 
tess.” 


Hutton turned his gloomy eyes toward the speaker. 
Why? 


He They say alley ain’t been no division of the gold oN 


~ 


said Long Dan, “the gang’s gettin’ rest- 
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a in that raid on the paymaster's camp,” dented Long 
me Dan. 

~ “You tell the gang there ain’t goin’ to be He divs | 
} Ria de SER ee ies ha Fa AR ee i 


vision just yet,” sneered Bad Harry, 
“ Why not? T’ve got ter gin.’ ema reason.” | 
“Man, the gold is cached back at our camp. We 


don’t dare to git it now fer them Royal North-West 


‘Mounted Police have been awatchin’ us for the past 


“six weeks.’ 


' Wot der we ‘care debaut that: 
of them, and they can’t do;us no harm.” 

Bad Harry shook his ‘head. Wiha 

' We don’t want no truck with them fellers,” he 
growled, “They'd git us, sooner or later if we did. 
Why man,, those fellers 


when onct they get started on a feller’s trail. They 


‘suspects we fellers got that gold—why, you fool, 


there’s half a million in gold we got thet trip.” 


“What good does that do us if we can’t git to es 
grumbled Long Dan. 


* Look heah, Dan,” ‘cried Bad’ Harry. Don't you 
and the gang see that we've got off. wid dis trick great 
like ? Thee Mounted Police suspects us, but dey’s » 
can't prove nuttin’. We have the gold. safely cached. 
If we go ter git it ivll bring down them police on us, 
quick, and wot show’d we Stand, when those fellers 


jump us—wot?” 


_ last replied Bad Harry, “ 
iy pon laces 
stuff, and if we cud sneak one o’ de gang in, why we'd 


Be mind. 


Long Dan speculated a cn 
“ Rats!’ he at length cried. 


Let’ 
like.”’ 


' It was now Bad Harry’s time to do some thinking. 
He carefully turned over the idea presented to him.’ 
‘There was much that appealed: to him in it, He 
and the gang were, to use their own words, nearly 

“stone broke’? and it was necessary to get PUEY 
and get it quickly. 

It was maddening to think of half a million yellow 
boys in the secret hiding place of the gang, and yet 
so much were they all under suspicion; so carefully 
were they watched by the Royal North-West Mounted 
Police, they just dared not go to their hiding place and 
get the gold. | 

" Say, it looks ter me as if yer game was strong,” at 
yer all right, Petey. The 
sartin ain’t on ter where we have, cached the 


“Wot yer givin’ us. 
S one o’ us go out and git the stuff on the sneak 


git the stuff out, and de coppers cud watch us till 


Grasshopper creek froze next. July, eh?” 


Long Dan, laconic at all times SEP and nodded 


re? his head. 


“ Which one 0’ de gang is ter go arter eee yaller. 


- boys—say half a million er gold” pieces is real MOREY, 


ter me today?” 
Again Bad Harry. turned this Weaien, Over in Hs. 





THE "AMERICAN INDIAN WEEKLY. 


volver’ at, his hip. 
“sattin is ‘our 


‘They’s only a few. 


tins ete tae 7 


are never known to gin up. 


 Hatry eane. 


but fone liked for his constant good nature. 


‘catd or a plain. card would show 3 next, ie ae: on the a 


Harry’s gang a year before, and. ‘was: about ; as. dirty 


fel: 


| oe he. drew near to the two me ee 
i change fust.” irl enue 






TRAC 






: Tf yer or me woes, eae hev : a ‘whole biaiilewd de 4 
bachin chit er copper arter us, in Ey minnit. Say, Pal, ‘ 
you and me’s marked men out here-—we can’ it se arter id 


te me t i. 










Mh ye 
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Long Dan significantly toyed ‘with’ the: = ig Fe “a 







a 





“We, sartin is aaa men,’ i fe ‘aid, ‘sure, van id 4 
eun-play, en ef I ‘cud. git one er dem 
po-licemen ata Td shoot him: up prey, bloody 
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quick,” 

“Say. pal,” eas Bad Hay: es Ww et put sis ‘, 
"i Mihm re 


on Fat Ted.” wi 





ba burst of uncouth laughter from: rohey Tas oe 
Lowrede is } a enh ie Cay ee 
‘“Wy) Fat) Ted ‘ain’ 1"t got no sense.” ya eae oa aL PU 
‘ Dat’s de reason we'll send him. ».A man wit real, 
sense outter ae Gols Te he: gits ketched his finish is | 
qtick—seer 6 yp ae aI 
Again Bad Harry speculated as to the sending of iy 
Rat Ped.;).«: Rat men Oren Uy ee 
Fat Ted came from nowhere one’ day to the Bad * 
He was a short, fat in frame, fat in wit, iy 
voung chap, with no gun ability at all; who turned 
pale, over a scratch on his hand, and was that as help- 
less among the gun-fighting crowd of outlaws with 
which he was associated himself, as a baby. i in a nest © | 
of rattlesnakes. ah 
But his helplessness had made : a place for him | mt 4 
the crowded ranks of the tobber-bandits. BE am 
He had now become the joking focus of the gang; fie 
the butt of all their rough jokes; their errand boy, and — 
scullion; cook when in camp, waiter when out of 3 it, fis 


Does he know how ter git ter stuff out; he don’t ld 
no nuttin’ erbout de camp,” muttered Long Dann 
“Yer git him fer me, I’ll talk him. into our plan in. 
a minnit,” laughed Bad Harry. ei i 

Long Dan slouched into the faro-room oF hes Dirty ‘ 
Spoon, where. a great crowd of uncouth men” were m 
wooing Dame Fortune. 3 5 

- Fat Ted, hopelessly fat, lax anes ej ‘a, tiny aE j 
poly man, dressed in a red flannel shirt, black, patched 
trousers, sewed up in buck-skin patches; long boots, yg 
a Beit with, a revolver: as, i and ee as its” owner, i | 


eke pieces, eke eee Ben ‘as es ‘whether : 8! A dace ae 


- faro dealing box.” a - no 
- The bandit Blavind ai Pit Ted, was “Wait Tooth, sat 
ais full blood Chipewyan Indian, who had joined Bad 


and EH eulent Specie: of his. tribe as s the Far West 


y Be U 


eh Dore bet yer. high ‘sti, thar,” tied Long. 
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% “ee been ae 
duced’ anything but hot air, that I am down to my 
. ghicken: feed;” 60 cried | ‘Fat ‘Ted, in ar smooth, educated: - 
NOICE.. | 
beh red thief of a Chipewyan.” | RAR hi eg 
bg * : Ter, de foul fiend wit yer tatlee-tafli-e -e@,” ' rejoined 
| ‘Long Dan, 1 de old boy. wants yer.” eae oR ati ss 
ai alee Which. particular old boy, ‘wants me?” fee 
| Rat Ted, as he stretched himself wearily with a yawn, 
that showed how fat his face was, for when his mouth © 
opened his face looked like the moon, around it, “ ‘there — 
has been one Old. Boy wanting me for veats.” | 
_ The fat, man made a funny sketch as he spoke. on 
the green baize table before him, with a bit of Sane 
he drew from his. pocket. UL Sea RSE Ani 
It showed a certain | ‘Demon gentleman, ‘with a ey 
tail, peaked ears, “moustache and goatee, with a toast- 
ing fork.in his hand and a flaming furnace behind him. 
Cem Is this. & the Old POY that wants me?” asked Fat 
Og Ted: Shane hee aes | i 
im Not vit—oh, hit. say, some day, Dove. oh?” cried. 
Tote Dan. eaten CER EY I 
i Patt: Ted made a second quick Sketeng (715: 
ES ne SNR a burlesque of Bad Harry Hutton, SO eat! yet 





self. 


ay Dat de ala Lye wot Wane yer,’ Dib als Dan cried, 
“hut. rub thet year thing out. Bad Harry, don’t like 
ter be made fun of.” _ | 

“Oh, my, our. Drawn grows proud with his” 
power,” 
into a fierce fight with that paymaster, and in which 
we lose a heap of our best men, gets away with a 


f fortune in gold, which ‘he as yet has not: distributed | “pin hit by lightnin’ and. blasted. 

pads, ak ee his, fellow. thieves, seems to me that we are up 

against a ‘Dictator who only Dictates, as to our coOm-~ 
ings and goings but produces not—nay not even one 


gtoat to sustain us while he dictates.” 
“ Shet tp. Some of de boys mount hear yer, and tell 
‘Bad ae ee see ak finish den,” _answered Long | 
a Dan. er | Sah | 
| " Better. a Siaek: finish with a Bad Bates gun than | 
3 soa starvation while I await his production of coin.’ 
Vi Sohees -e)”" hissed Long Dan. 
2 dat he swants ‘ter. see yer.” 
ans Why didn’t you say so Bit off. ey tel Ted, as he 


- ‘ 
ee 


oa the table, nodded: to Nail- ‘Tooth and hurried aie ree 
Dan, who. quickly. escorted him to Bad Harry. 

nig “The bandit: quickly told Fat Ted of his wishes. 

as ies You want. me » to. go and get thie gold?” Ted ques- 

aa tioned as Teens ‘strolled OP jaa Dp 
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ace e up in ne fog o. ‘Bald Moun- | 
| ule wena SHOW, and nut- 


a hoses uit: that ae Dand roared in spite. of eee 


biak Jong s since the | gang. thas pro- ye 


” 


3 ee look 





‘Ted opened. his” eyes tide. His face was a aoe e 
paler. | 


if Von mean the glen, called fie: home of The Riders 


“Tam. shy my usual et to bet, sie this ee the Spectral Hunt?” he gasped, | es 


Bad Harry nodded. 
* You mean the place where people say ‘those awful | 
stacy horses start when they ride through the air ; 
to tell a doomed man that his death is near? You 


“mean me to go to the home of the Spectral Hunt?” 


“As /lre spoke. the fat man’s face was ashen with | 
drdad yy" 

Bad Tarry looked at him with a fierce gleam in a 
eyes. | 
“Sure,” the bandit wae: Lie ty 

‘Fat Ted took a long breath. . 

“That's a dangerous mission, it seems to me.” 

Bad Harry shrugg ged his shoulders. 

“The last man to go there was found dead in the: 
glen, two. days later, by a See Bary, with an’ 
of horror on his face.” 
Again Bad Harry shrugged his shoulders. 

Ted thought the matter over; sure death would fol- 
low iis refusal to go, he knew, for Bad Harry was 
carelessly toying with one of his revolvers. 

Ted feared that sure death would come in case he 
went, for those who tried to penetrate the mystery 
of the home of the Riders in the Spectral Hunt, never 


returned from their investigations. 


ne ae s about de. a aaiess Ted hung on to the wall for support. 
‘ i; hGhootin Jakes.’ . 
jumped. up,’ took. his ‘little pile of five cent pieces from we hung him to dat tree. 


ae dread,mystery hung over the terrible spot high up 


on the face of a mountain clad with eternal snows. a 


“How. am I to ktiow, where the gold is?” gasped 


‘yawned. ey for a man who gets his men ‘Ted. As ; 


“Ver’l find a fur tree in dat glen 0’ de Spetttat 
Hunt, ” erowled Bad Harry in reply. “It’s a tree dat’s . 
Say, it’s de only © 
tree in de middle o’ de glen, at de end 0’ a trail, see, ~ 
dat we blazed wit a rough outline of a skeleton hand, — 
“see?” , ae 

St see,” faintly answered Ted, with a white, startled _ 
Utada oY ye 

“ Yer foller Re skeleton hand, till yer g sit ter ‘de tree. | : 
‘On top 0’ de tree yer’l see a munot Sku’? is 
SOU Tate rah” 


Almost fainting at the horror of the scene he was to. 


“dat skull. wo 
He disobeyed one 0’ me orders and 
Den. we puts de skull of de 4 


y 


ye Piesthee f continued Bad Harry, 


traitor der so as a warnin’ might git to odder of yee 
fellers wot don’t obey me orders. See?” " 
A leaping, dangerous light in the eyes of Bad Harry 
warned Ted that he must make no further comment, 
‘At de foot.o’ -dat’tree, whar de skull is,” fugrderedes 
Bad Harry, ‘ ‘yer! find de gold cached. Yer take ay 
_ hess. terhight, Yer go to de den of de Spectral Hunt, 
and yer gits all de gold yer can carry. Yer brings ite 
“here ter me on: de sneak. ON er goes back tomorrow — _ 
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» night and git more, 


Ms “all de coin? See?” | | 

Ted in his mind’s eye saw.the grinning skeleton, the 
_ , Spectral Hunt, with champing horses, in that dreaded, 
lonely spot, awaiting his coming, with silent ghostly 
Be glee, 

'» Here stood Harry, bad-man, gun-fighter, murderer— 
aw, aticl between the two evils Fat Ted made his choice. 
fs *T will go,” he whispered. \ 

bt CHAPTER IV. 

asad ( Y 

iy THH WARNING. 

a | SONNY ate 

| The swift gallop of a horse came to a stop in the’ 
"otter darkness in front of the Dirty Spoon. saloon, 


just as Bad Harry Hutton had given his commands to 
Fat Ted, to go and get the bandits’ loot, from the 
' dreaded home of the Spectral Hunt. 

| The horse came to a sudden stop with a noise that 
- made all the robbers in the room aaa at each other 
a with dread. : 


' It seemed to every man in the room tsk 1H aie was 


_ the noise of many horses in the air, as if a great patty 
of horsemen, made up the companions of the single 
Ng horse. which the men who had crowded to the door 
| $aw was pawing the earth. , 
4) “Tt’s a great white stallion?” cried one of the gang 
to another. 

'  “T never saw such a big horse.” 
ioe “ Nor such a fine one.” 
4 Other members of the watching gang, thus spoke. . 
Bess SONNE hat’s that light about the horse?” cried the In- 
' dian, Nail-Tooth. | 
ii : All gazed in wonderment. 

The horse seemed to be surrounded by a wraith-like, 
- ghastly, nebulous light, that shifted and played about his 
i beautiful form, and made a dancing blue flame about the 


| weird shape that bestrode him. 

iH -.. Bad Harry Hutton -staggered back. 

es Even his iron nerve was shaken. 

y “Who are, you?” he demanded in a skulking, fur- 


tive manner, while his voice shook. 
a The figure made no answer. 
Instead it swung down from the saddle, paiig the 
reins over the head of the magnificent white stallion, 
_ which pawed and champed at its bit but did not move, 
as the bridle rein trailed loose on the ground, 
_. The figure walked toward Bad Harry. 
a It seemed hardly to touch the ground: just moved 
forward without any visible means of PECHRORIO ET: 
af Tt darted to the side of Harry. | 
“It’s a ghost,” cried the bad-man as he shrunk back 
ih “upon the Baping ranks of his followers, 
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and yer keeps a goin’ till yer gits 


faced equally fierce ones in the terrible battle of the 


it made a swift step toward the animal, jumped upon 


strange figure that had recently faced him, and with | ot 


_ shaking hand he was reading the missive: that had en i 
dropped at his feet. vu a 


: 


here man in the party was ahauies: with dread; A 
every face was strained and fearful of the. apparition. — 
Bad Harry tried to burrow a way to the rear behind | 
the bandit gang, but he could not, For the first time MA. 
in his wicked life, he was eet to his | innermost _ 


, 
» 
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" 


he figure aad 
aa figure was dressed in a long cloak of spotless 
white. | | ‘ 
The Wane chitin blue, nebulous flame. ae was 
to be seen about the splendid white stallion, played x 
about the head of the apprcachiae figure, every git | ae 4 
rilla saw. : Csi a 
The figure also ineuned! to be wrapped i in is dane- rs : 
ing’, blue, ghostly fire. | My) im 
“ Look,” whispered Nail-Tooth, “who was in the Mn 
foreground of the gaping crowd. ny ee 
Fierce faces that never before knew fear; that had i 


| 


revolver in many a gun-fight, were now pale with . Ci 
dread. | Nei Fe | ¥ 
The form drew nearer. _ | 
It walked or rather drifted directly to Bad Harry 
Hutton’s side. Hie 
The figure was so closely sheeted in white. that no a 
one sear see its face, save for two hollow glistening — 
eyes, that seemed to look through and beyond every 
man in the party of bravo’s with a glare of menace. 
The form extended its arm toward Bad Harry. 
Something fluttered from the Re AGri ite fingers of 
the wraith-like shape. | os 
Tt fell directly at the feet of the bait chick 
Then the figure turned toward the white stallion; _ 


its wide white back; there was a tremendous tramp-— 
ling of iron shod hoofs; and the horse and rider. darted — 
into the gloom of the night, leaving a long trail of 
vivid fire behind it. | | ie 

Before the last spark had atsanWeawed have came 
to the’ awe-struck ears of the wondering thugs, the i 
sound of many horses trampling, galloping along, apr 
parently with the specter that had just left them. 

" The Ride of The Spectral Hunt! a fried a bandit 
in anguished tones. } eo. 

“ That was one of the ghostly riders of the hunt,” 
are another outlaw. 

“He was straight from Hell 


» Wie - 
a4 4 


smell. him?” éried a be 


third agonized desperado. ae | Drea ae ‘ 
On the air was the tinge of sulphur, pungent and 
bitter in its insistent odor. | Ba 
But every eye was now turned uPA tien leader, 
Bad Harry Hutton: ~ aoe 


He had somewhat recovered soi his flohe at. ‘the. 
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5 7 








> | THE AMERICAN INDIAN 


and demans” in ‘human form prides around their 
leader. Hee x 

“What is in dat?” asked Nail- Tooth, the Ghinewr 
yan Indian. 


Nail-Tooth, for. years baat been. ea as a brawler, 


with suspicion that he had often tr eacherously lurked 


in the rear of a foe to assassinate him, and no man in 
the renegade ‘band ‘was. more feared than he, ot more 
noted for his: brave indifference to any physical foe. 


But the ghostly visitor had frightened him to the 


~* gemblance of a timorous old woman, 


His face was white and his eyes wide open with 
dread. } 


“Bad Harry, with ie hand maegieted that he did. 


not know. 3 

Long Dan, ‘the picture. of fiatit managed to put in 
a word next. 

Ww? y don’t yer open de letter,” he stuttered. “ Den 
we'l know de woist.” 

Bad ‘Harry at length opened the missive. 

He shook with fear when hiseyes confronted a 
grinning skull, roughly drawn in red ink, on the top 
of a page of white paper, which had been scrawled 
over, he saw, with writing. 


4 aM 
% Beans 
“This is a warning ! 
“Get out of the town of Marysville, in twenty-four 
hours, or I will return and get you, and your Gang, 
one by one. 


”“s 


* Tie SPECTRAL RIDER.” 


That was the writing that Bad Harry Hutton read; 
it was the warning that came sooner or later to every 
member of the bad-men gangs of all the frontier; the 
warning to ‘‘ get.” 

And always behind this ei was standing eTim 
and terrible death. 


Bad Harry knew this ; his Basie: gang knew it; but 


it was the first: time that they or any of their ilk, had 
been warned by what they believed to be a visitant 
from the lower world, to “ get.” 
“Wot does dat mean?” growled Long Dan. 
sure don’t git it tru me nut.” — | 
“It means death ter dis gang, see?” - 
Bad Harry Hutton snapped these words forth from 


ay ie fang-like teeth, as if in sheer desperation. 


The men behind him crowded around. 
“What shall we do?” asked one. it 
“Tam afraid of me. life,” cried another. “ T’ll fight 
anything but a Spectral’ Rider. I’m dead leery 0’ dat 
chap.” mt 
“Ef he goes arter us, we will be dst, sure pop,” 
_ cried a third red-bearded ruffianly fellow, but who had 
/all the fight-out of him now, 
eobets take de warning,” cried Nail-Tooth. 
« a let s SD, ered another outlaw. 





‘game’s over. 


ce T 


Bill, and Nail-Tooth, stay wid me here. 
_ guard, since dat spook broke into dis game.” , 

“Like have Wild-Bear, too,” cried Nail-Tooth, the 
latter Indian being the close friend of the speaker, and _ 


WEEREV oo GR 


Bad Harry saw the gang was near to panic, and that 
behind the panic crept mutiny, | 

He beckoned one of the robbers nearer to ie 

The man was known as Salt Bill, because in 
his younger days he had been a seaman, and was tat- 
tooed all over his body with strange shapes. 

‘ Wot’s de matter Bill,” cried Bad. Harry. 
look locoed?” | 

“I plum am,” replied Salt Bill. ° 

SWy 2? 

“T’ve gotta de warnin’ from dat spook. 
to-whack me bull-team out 0’ dis joint.” 

“ W’y ? Nonsense.” 

“Nonsense, nuttin!” cried Salt Bill. 


Tm goin’ 


nuttin offen you, Bad Harry.” 
A grumble ran around the ranks of the watching 


‘robbers. - , 


~Harry knew that a mutiny was dangerously near. 
His first inclination was to kill Salt Bill at once. 
But he remembered that he was short of men; would 

need every man he had to cope with the unknown 


danger that stalked now so near all the bandit band in 


the guise of a marvellous apparition. 


So he determined to try and mollify the men without 
recourse to his deadly revolver. 

“Youse right,” Bad Harry replied. “Dis game’s 
low down as it stands, an slow fer us all; but I want 
ver to know dat we'll hev a division o’ dat gelt here 
in a few nights. See?” 

A burst of great applause interrupted Bad Harry. 
~ *“Dat’s de stuff,’ cried Salt Bill. “ Yer in it, old 
chap, every time, an we is wid yer, you bet.” Day ain’t 


notin’ dat I won't face, dead or alive, wid me pocket 


full er gold pieces.” 


: 


The sentiment was again wildly applauded. 


. “Den, youse all git, and don’t talk o’ jumpin’ dis yar 


claim till we gits de gold together. Den youse can 
skip if youse wants to do it, all of youse.” 

“Git us dat gelt and we'll stick by ye fer ages,” 
cried Salt Bill, and Bad Harry saw that without a 
blow being struck the mutiny was over, and his men 
once more in his control. | 


He bustled things after that so that no one would 
have a chance to think.- _ 
“ Youse git outen hyar,”’ 


say, tomorrer night "bout dis time. See?” 


The bandits started to separate about the hamlet of. 


Marysville, when Bad Harry halted them: _ 
“One ting more,” he cried, “let Long Dan, Old Salt 
I needs a 


“Dis hyar 
We've lost de best 0% our men in dat” 
ereat fool raid on de paymaster’s camp, and now we 
gits locoed by dat spook. And we ain’ got no gold, ner 


he cried, “and come back, 


_- 


ie Vier 






hoe viand: tt eacherous. than even Nail-Tooth, . 





if anything was meaner, dirtier, more blood- ets 


The selected. men drew near, and began talking 


~~ among. themselves while the remainder of the gang 


uyharr ried away. 

It had now grown to be broad idavr 

the sun was rising in,the east, and the life of the 
great North-West was. just awakening all about them, 

“Time we broke up,” cried Bad Harry, “‘ youse meet 
me here tonight at ten-o ‘clock. Deres inside work fer 
ye all.” 

But the words had not left his mouth’ when there 
was a terrible cry échoine down the lonely trail that 
led toward Bald Mountain, which, as if asleep, towered 
high in the air over the quiet town. 

“What's dat?” erowled Bad Harry. 

* Murder! Murder! Dead! Murder!” | 
“VA man frantically spurring his horse along the trail, 
yelled these words. 


CHAPTER. V. 
OLD, SPLINTERS AT WORK. 


“ Whar 
Tom Bristow, go to,’ was what Old Splinters asked 
himself time and again, after the SPOT that his 
‘chief, and companion was missing. 
Old Splint, as he was usually called, was ina quan: 
dary. 
He could not understaid how Tom had left the hut, 
where he was being nursed. back to life, in his 
weakened state; or could he understand further why 


he had wandered away, unless in high ei BO 


did not know what he was doing. 

But it never entered the head of Old Splint to do 
anything but make a careful search of the surrounding 
country, and although he tried every possible point of 
the compass from the hut, not a Sign of Tom Bristow 
could be found. ; 

“Had the willies, shore,” thought Old Splint. 
“ Fever willies, they’s calls “em here. Why thet thar 
chap was cut almost ter ribbons. His shot wounds 
alone otter kill an ord’ nary feller, and yit he gits out 
and gits, and dat’s de end o’ him, right ee darned 
old eyes.’ 

But Splint did not. take into effect the Bit that 


'. Tom Bristow was an extremely strong man, with a 


splendid constitution; that he had lain for weeks in 


hag the gloriously clear air of the North-West, and there 


“was everything to help him to recovery; even to the 


_ absence of some of the modern. exponents of the art 
of surgery and of nursing. 


Splint did not let anyone know of the disappearance 
of Tom Bristow. 
He’had a delicacy in letting the world ieteney of the 


Fe fact that Tom, whose splendid fight had made him a 


-) hero in the hearts of the many hard fighters that made” 


i - the complex life of Marysville, was inissing. 


he, “say, when musing over the queer | 
As ae and Pome oa i Sarah, his cat, ons yet: 








““Caynt go fer to let ’em all in on dis,” Splint outa 
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did thet thar, infarnal young’ paymaster,’ years. Sik 


mystery, to his 
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lowish green ‘eyes séemed quite to. understand 
quandary his master was.in. ‘‘ Too many evil tongy les 
about ter git bizzy wit Tom’s Seer oe cist, ‘an n 
‘aet—no, I’ I keep her all to meself.” Gh ure a 
So when anyone asked hing how “his. | atien 
was, far up in the lonely cabin: ‘on the hillside ha in 
way Pete M arysville and the Dacotah. No. 6, Ss plint Ki 
would reply, “ he’s a gittin’ on fast; he’ ILer be ae | 
er few. days.” | ered ie 3 i 
Days thus passed. “ hae ah ay 
Every nook within twenty rites in a Targe ‘ile ie 
had now been searched by Splint. brags: 
He began’ to. feel sure that in the craze of fever from * 
his w oiude that Tom Bristow had wandered away into’ a 
the woods and had laid down in some sheltered Choe, | 
and died, alone, unseen ; and probably. a body would 
ver be found. SA 
a th them mountains,’ thought Splint, “ ‘T could bi ? a 
a rigiment of redcoated soldier boys, and no. one | ‘ever | 4 
would see any of ‘em in a year of Sundays "— which I 
was’ a pretty long time, as a year of. Sundays Br 
rather scarce in the calendar of the Veare esti) gat 
On one of his searching excursions Sitiats ran. across 
Wilson East, the resident manager for the coepeeition ‘ 
of Butterfield, Hicks and Butterfield; ‘and who, ae: “i 
was known.all over Dacotah No: 6 Asin Old Man” 
Bast.* <4 "Fe ecaee sa eesa 1 
East was a tall raw-boned miner, who’ ‘eae a 4 
about cold minés, and a lot about human nattire, hav: 
ing employed jabor about mites: for. a great mi: ny % 
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“ What’s up?” he briefly asked Old Splint when he yi 
got within hailing distance of the old miner, = 
“How did you knaw was anythin’ BPs : “surly 


asked Splint. oh : 
' Must be something up, or hg are you ‘out there: a 
instead of nursing Tom Bristow?” ~~ Sr Aen ati 


“Tom Bristow don’t need no nussin’. e Mare 
‘Why not? ” EN tare a VOE aaLOn 
“ He’s gone.” | aie timate Hy 
a Gone—not dead? a is SERA To NI 09 OR ee y 2D 
“Naw.” Bata oS “ial 
“Then if he isn’t dead, where has he gone?” a oi 
“TI dunno.” \ eee eet pet Bh 
“You don’t know?” ae ee A ae 
“ Naw.’ | Wy obese eer re i" 
“ Why don’t you know? pee it ‘your busines 
look after Tom?” pee a 
“Shore. But taint my soa to look after ‘no 
man wot is wid ye one minute, and gets losted fom 
your sight when ye turns round to ‘fill oy pipe with rigs 
bacey.” . ane cae 


“Ts that what has happened to Tom | Bristow? RE 
“ Shore as yer born.” hi 






ime iv 
Rea ie 


Tom is, then, really missing?” a Relay cae 
' Surest thing yer knaw.” Ades Gee ee oe 
_ How long has’he been missing?” 4 a 1 RAB aa 

| aie Swe } 


‘*Bout ten days.” 


ee Now begin at the beginning and tell me ¢ all about 
hea, } 


Stitt fit 
Old Splinters fad been half dead for wate "she some wa 
one to unbosom his troubles '\ upon and now ~ that. oe i 
asked hiin to tell his strange tale, he spoke fast ‘enous gh 
to keep the superintendent busy: jelnee his t 
like mode of expressing Riiselt | se ca 
When hevhad finished the © 
few words in his usual quick way,’ 


Atak ave you searched arr ca Firistow? 






i# 








just then. 


ta er 


ee 


Bt Writes ee 
’ hel y) oF r 


‘t Shoney eaiihaa nur (hcl 
_ “How far has the search been made?”’ 


Old Splint. described the great arc of the circle 
which he had swung around in his vain search. 
_“Then, unless ‘I’om is dead, he has skipped.” 


Old Splint shuddered. 


m + 


This was just the construction he knew the world 


%, 


- would put on the absence of Tom, even in spite of his 
gallant fight to: preserve the half million dollars in 


CLG ai bie ae | | 
ee I’m sorry Tom has skipped,’ simply added East. 
“Tf he has'skipped when out of his head, he ain’t to 
blame. But if he has skipped with his knowledge box 
working, the town of Marysville will say it was a put- 
up job, that loss of the gold, which he had in charge 
as paymaster for the three mines on Yath Keyed 

Old Splinters nodded with a grave face. 

“ Thet’s wy I’ve kept me tongue still,” he cried, 


“Dut you and I know Tom Bristow’s on the level, 
and there ain't nuttin’ to make us see it any other 
way.) ; | 


OE epithe aie know it but the world out here— 
the world of Marysville of all the mines and mining 


camps in fifty miles—they won’t believe that Tom isn’t 


crooked now that he has disappeared.” 

‘“T know that too.” Sate 

Both men shook their heads at each other. They 
each deeply regretted the absence of Tom Bristow, 


“Well, now we know he is gone, we must find him, 
dead or alive,’ at length cried East. 
“No question o| dat,” replied Splint. 


_ The two men then held an extended conversation as 
to ways and theans of finding the missing man. | 


“You seem to have searched a lot of space, but 
Tom might have wandered further than we think.” 

“He was putty weak, and couldn’t go fur,” replied 
Splint. i | 

“True but men in fever throes do wonderful things 
and Tom is a husky lad. I think if I were you I’d 
make tracks for Bald Mountain top. There you might 
get on to Tom’s tracks. There hasn’t been rain or 
snow in these parts for two months. Any. tracks he 


may have made will be quite plain and easy to follow.” - 


“Td know his tracks.in a hundred and cud foller ’em 
to the end 0’ th’ woild,” cried Splint. ae 
“ Good! But in this case you won’t have to go so far. 
Now, Splint, keep all this under your hat. Come to 
see me when you have any news, and above all find 
Tom. He is a likely boy and I don’t ‘want him to get 


_ away from us with his reputation ruined for life when 


he has shown us what one man can do in a hand-to- 
hand fight with a bandit gang; for between us, I think 
Bad. Harry Hutton’s gang did that trick of stealing 
the half million dollars’ worth of gold.” . 
“Tm wid ye,” cried Splint. “ Dey figured in the raid 


on the paymaster's camp, all right. And I ain’t so sure — 


dey ain’t behin’ this absence o’ Tom, eh?”’ | 

—“Tve been thinking of that also—well, it’s all up to 
you. I can’t do much but \give you advice and cash 
to keep ydu goin’ till you get to the bottom: 0’ this 


mystery-like disappearance of Tom. But if Bad Harry. 


and his gang are at the bottom of this thing we will 


i clean ’em out 0’ this camp inva few minutes, Splint; 


and you musn’t forget that besides finding Tom, you 


- must try and see if Bad Harry’s fine gang of thugs are 


. it to blame,” iy Hk be 
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«So long,” cried Splint, thoroughly elated now that 


his side of the case had been taken by-no less-an au- 


thority than Wilson East, for the “ super” was a very 


great man in those parts, where he had the power in | 


his hands of robbing any man in the mines of his job | 
in a moment. : | | 
Splint. shouldered “ Old Kill-em,” his long hunting 
rifle, as he spoke and soon his long, steady steps, slow 
but sure had put much ground between him and East. 
In making a turn of the trail which now had begun 
to wind up the steep rocky face of Bald Mountain, 
zig-zagging upward, like a long twisting snake of yel- 
low in the alkali-like soil, Splint saw two men ahead of — 


him toiling up the mountain side. 


With the speed of the frightened rabbit, the trapper 
and miner, jumped into a large field of sage-brush, 
which like miniature trees, grew in wonderful pro-’ 


- fusion on every hand. 


>? 


“ Indians,” said the old man to himself, and Chip- 
ewyans, sure pop. Thieving: Chipewyan’s, sure pop.” 

The entire performance was a master bit of plains- 
crait. | > 


In one second, before the Indians could move two 
steps, Splint had seen them, his keen eye and quick 
brain, had known they were Indians and he had 
jumped into the sage-brush and out of sight in a 
breathless dash of wonderful agility for a man of his 


"years. . Naa mar 


; ee 
“ Indians,” repeated the trapper. | 

He looked carefully at his long rifle. 
 * WKill-em’ is all ready,” he softly said. 

He also looked at his revolvers poised them in each 
hand, lovingly fondled each shining barrel. 

“ Beauties, ain’t dey?” he further ejaculated. 

Then with his head bent, his body almost in the 
shape of a curve, he hurried across the sage-brush; ° 
keeping so low that no one on the trail could possibly 
see him, and further not making even a sound and 
hardly stirring the ground on which he stepped with 
his moccasined feet. ate 

“ This’ll give me a chanest to git near to them red- 
devils,” ‘remarked Splint. “I kin then see who dey 
are,” i 

This was obvious, because he was crossing in a 
straight line to the point where the trail zig-zagged 


-across a gulch-like depression. 


In ten minutes, Splint was safely ensconsed in a. - 
position of vantage behind a rock. 

The two Indians came along a second later. 

“ By Gosh!” cried Splint, “It’s them two thieving 


Chipewyan’s, ‘Nail-Tooth and: Wild-Bear.” 


He spoke truly. The evil faces of the Indians were 


seen as they walked along engaged in a deep conver- | 


sation. | | 
Suddenly one of the red men stopped. His rifle 
bounded to his shoulder. 3 
“What for you do dat?” cried his companion. °~ 
There was a dull roar as the piece of the Indian dis-. 
charged its cargo. | 
The bullet went hurling away through the clear air 
to the rock behind which the old trapper and miner 
lay hidden. . 
The sharp eye of Wild-Bear had seen the hiding 
form of Old Splint. . ' ! 
He had aimed at the prostrate man, with deadly in- 
tention of murder in his red heart. ‘ cep 
Old Splinters saw the action. He heard the dis- 
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“charge. and wondered if the aim would prove true. 
Would a bullet, quickly tear into his vitals? 
The old man rolled over on his side, a second later, 


his rifle, Kill-’em, clutched in his quivering hand. 


With his war-cry ringing over the lonely mountain, 
W ild-Bear jumped toward the rock to scalp his ancient 
enemy, Old Splinters. 


; 


CHAPTER VIL 
WHAT THE MURDER MESSENGER TOLD. 


With a face convulsed with wrath, Bad Harry Hut- 
ton jumped forward to receive the messenger who was 
so lustily crying “murder” as he dashed down the 
narrow highway that led through Marysville from the 
Bald mountain trail, which crossed the road a half 
mile below the village and further down over Grass- 
hopper creek. - 

The man came flying along on a pinto mustang, 
at the utmost speed of the animal. 

lis face was white as a corpse. 
ing from his head. 

Bad Harry saw that he was Billy-the-Kid, a pune 
chap just out of his school days who had been with 


His eyes were start- 


the gang a few months but who would undoubtedly . 


develop into. a trained gun-fighter and bad man in 


time. 


“ Murder,” again cried the hurrying youth, as ie 


lashed his horse with his quirt and drove his silver- 
“roweled spurs deep into the animal's side, — 


“ What's the matter? ” cried Bad Harry. 

“Ts any one killed?” cried Long Dan, while the 
others in the party crowded around ‘with fear s strained 
eyes. 

The young rider brought his horse to a stop in three 
jumps that ploughed the ground. 

“Matter?” Billy-the-Kid was a picture of astonish- 


ment when he said these words. But he continued— — 


“ Matter? There’s murder, that’s all the matter.” 

“Murder?” 

Bad Harry’s gun leaped from the holster strapped 
by a belt about his waist. 

The desperado’s face was crimson with anger. 

He snapped the ugly word, murder, at the youth 
on horseback in a questioning tone. 

‘Yes, murder,” replied the rider. 

“Who is murdered?” asked Bad Harry. 

The rider leaned far forward and whispered | a word 
in Bad Harry’s ear. 

Bad Harry staggered back a pace. 

“Are you sure?” he questioned. 

“T>am,” replied Billy-the-Kid. 

Bad Harry’s face was like a demon as he turned to 
his companions. 

“'That’s terruble news,” he moaned, . 

“What is?” cried Long Dan, all sympathy, Bue 
not knowing just what to sympathize about. 

“Fat Ted is dead,’ replied Bad Harry. 

“ Dead?” cried Long Dan. 

&<é Yes. 9) 
Bad Harry hardly could conceal his tears; a bandit 


fh Mahi es 


a ae os eS . 
IDSA PS see 





= Oe rer PreeRr e rot HE meee Ole Tee. hen eee ee xe 
PNG tee eats ! v6 OF he arate us 

SARE TON BY ace KS see Lae ) 
t A an ase 5 ™ ae 7 

4 ' pith 4 “ a rt 

zp wre ae 

HAS mit 
y ot V2 we wy, i 1 

e A - 7? *, 4 

uw’ Sv 

‘ : : ome } . ® 

* : ‘ ene Sale be, ieLwues” F ri 

, ¥ 4 ’ “a ; ste o ‘ i' 4 
+ DIAN WEEKLY FOF RG CON a oe 
rf : 4 : “ : oF ; i 

<2 ’ ‘ . AN . 


~ to show that the dead man had been a gun-fighter and 





doesn't a eae weep and the oush men. eee Bad ee 
Harry knew that this meant that he would take aril 
dreadful vengeance for the death of his trusted ee 


guerrilla. eS ct hat 
“ How did it happen—gun?” cried Long Dan, saa 
Billy-the-Kid shook his head in the Hea a Rs 
Si Knife? ” asked Long Dan. . NS ta 
Again Billy-the-Kid shook histheadis 5a) 5 A ei . 
Long Dan was stumped. Slate | 
There were two ways for a man in the Bie North ins ot 
die, with his “‘ boots on,” as the vernacular termed,a 
death by violence, the’ death that nearly every bad man — 
suffered sooner or later; or naturally in his bed. ny 
Many a desperate man, about to “cash in,’ ’ would’ i 
have a fellow desperado remove his boots, so as not to 
“ die with his boots on,” this death being a last brand | 


a thu 

rf if he didn’t git shot, by gum and didn’ t git stabbed, i 
how did he croak?” finally weakly asked Long Dan, a 

“We don’t know,” ‘replied Billy-the-Kid, sadly.) | 

“You don’ t know?’ ” yelled Bad err) th asa 

‘é No. 2? <i re 

“Why not?” howled Long Dan. Sepia, 

“ Listen,’ cried Billy-the-Kid. 

All drew near. 

The young rider looked Bad Harry dicetly: in ‘thes 
eye as if hypnotized by the baleful light of death he B 
saw there. He seemed then to forget the fact that 
Long Dan and other desperadoes were present and to | 
confine his conversation to Bad Harry. The other men 
kept silent and these two principals threshed out the 
facts of the death of Fat Ted between them, while all | 
the others hung on their words. | 

“TI. was comin’ down the big trail from Long hill, 
that mounts along side of Bald" Mountain, you know,’ | 
began Billy-the-Kid. | 

i, 





“1 Know——where the owe hill juts Bei, into the 
mountain like?” put in Bad Harry. 

&é Yes. 9) 

“Go on,’ 


“T seen soinsibae a lyin’ in the trail as 1 was a- 
lopin’ along.” 
“ec Yes. 3? 
“It looked like a big dog. 
Well??? 
“I sez to myself, 
ler has shot.’ ”’ 
“Very good.” 
--Then I sez, 
‘“ Precisely.” 
“Then I hurries along, like fun; thinkin’ it was Some a 
feller thet shad tumbled “off his horse.’ f i 
“Tl see.’ ager lee 
The gang crowded closer not to lose a eae aoe, | 
of what the two main actors in the frontier tragedy 
were saying. 
“The man was lyin’ on his face,” 
Billy-the-Kid. | 
Vee” f aes teak 8s pe ‘ Rig. V9 
“T jumped off my horse.” FEY am Reena Tay 
, re course.” | eds 
re you hurt, I sez; quiet like.” SEP DE 5 
What happened. a AA ea aa ot) 
“ There was no answer to me words.’ ” iy a Seis ie Baie 
“Oh! What did you do the ees HI AEA 
I spoke to: the figure again.” «9 > ue jy ai ah 
“ What did you aoe fj ak 88) 2 a a 


‘there’s a big dog ae fel- 


‘no, that ain’t ‘no dog, that’s a a ‘man.’ 


slowly continued 
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‘ello, pardner, 1 sez, are you hurted?’”” 
“Was there any answer?” | 
‘ There was none.’ 
“Did you look for blood A about the ae) 
“That was the first thing I thought of.” .. 
“Were there any blood-stains? ” 
“Nota stains 
seemed to me. He looked calm and peaceful.” 
“Did you take peed further SUH) 
ONES. he 
“What were hey ®? i 
ue walked all about the fellow and then——” 
* Vou’ turned him over?” 
“T did.” . 
“You found ‘him to be——” 
“Fat Ted, one of our band.” » 
A long low whistling sound came from the lips of 
the listening, awe- sstruck men, 
“How did you think Ted had died, when you first 
recognized hinge fy 7 
“T don’t know. I knew it was Fat Ted. I knew he 
was dead but I was plumb locoed and at foist dint 
know whether 1 was on me mustang, or a-foot.” 
Bad Harry nodded. | He appreciated his follower’s 
condition. 
“Well, tell us the rest of your story?” he cried. 
“Then I looked all over Ted’s body. to see if any- 
where I could find what killed him.” . 
“Could you?” 
ay ance for a bullet wound first off.” 
Again Bad Harry nodded, 
“Did you find one?” he asked. 
“Long Dan, say, you-—-he asked me that afore?” 


iM said Billy-the-Kid 


“T know he did; but I am saying the same question 
to be sure I remember your answer, just as you gave 
it?” rejoined Bad Harry.. 

“ There was no bullet wound anywhere on Fat Ted’s 
body.” iz 

“Did you examine > his body carefully? ” 

‘cc T did. ” z 

“There was no stab wound, I think you told Long 
Dan, didn’t you? ” | 

“Not a scratch on Ted “anywhere.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“On his body, I mean.’ 
“There was a Sree elsewhere? ’”’ 

“Yes, there was a mark about as broad as my fin- 
ger, under his chin.” 

“ Did you notice the mark catetully £ 5 

“T did.” 

“What did it remind you OF aT 

“JT don’t like to say.’ 

“You don’t like to say?’ iN 

ici No. ” 

“Why: not? We 
“Because.” i : 

“ Nonsense; just explain envepin ‘e 
“TI hate to. » e 
“Go ahead.” 


The nenoee at ene band with white startled faces. 


drew about the figure of Billy-the-Kid. 
They knew that he was about to make some start- 


ling announcement, 
“W-e-l-1!” began Billy-the- Kid, “ It was this away. 


i thought. that the mark on Fat Ted’s throat, looked . 


“to me. to. be: seared like, as if it was made by a red- 
_ hot i iron.’ ot | 
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‘The man was asleep natural- like, it 


* The wound looked as if it had been burned in with 
a red-hot iron?” repeated Bad Harry. 
Billy -the- Kid looked around fearfully. 

Ves? 

THe hardly whispered the words. , 

“You think the mark on Ted’s face was not Made 
by any human hand?” 

Bad Harry said these words after glancing carefully 


at the pallid faces about. “I do. Mark my words, it ~ 


was a bloody spook that killed Ted.’ 
Bad Harry sneered. 
rtf hat's 
cried, “ but it’s no good story fer us real men, here.” 
Bad Harry’s face was the picture of disgust as he 


spoke these words to his young employee and then 


the great bandit chief burst into a roar. 
His laughter was a long pealing sneer. 
“Don’t laugh,” cried Builly-the-Kid. 
serious. I’m not through my story yet.” 
Bad Harry grew grave in a second. 
ci thought you had quit er talkin’,” the bandit 
chief said, * 
Well, spiel er out.” 
Thus commanded Billy-the-Kid continued. 
“There was a note pinned on the breast of Ted.” 
“A what?” 
“A. note.” 
“What did the note say?” 
“ Here it is—you read it yourself.” 
Bad Harry read the note. 


“Wait. 


the handwriting was sprawling and un-educated. 


“ Bad Harry and gang. Youse nit take worning. So, 
I gits one of yer band who wose a tryin’ to git to my 
home. This feller is Number One. 
‘“T gits me No. 2; soon, if youse don’t jump fer the 
Far Nort. a 
“THE SPECTRAL RIDER.” 


The air suddenly seemed charged with a terrible ’ 


sound it seemed to all the members of the truculent 
band. 

There came the noise of a hurrying host of horses, 
rustling, bustling, champing steeds; great shouting 


of riders apparently and then Long Dan leaped up to 


his full height. a 

“Took there,” his indicating hand pointed to the 
trail which from where the bandits stood, could be 
seen plainly winding along the top of a distant hill. . 


A great white stallion was seen rushing with the — 


speed of the wind along the dizzy height. 
His rider was a tall man in pure white. 
horse and rider for a moment was seen dashing along; 


_ then it disappeared as if a cloud had encompassed it. 


“The Ride of the Spectral Hunt!” gasped Bad 


Harry. “Ted has been killed by one of the Spectral | 1 


Riders.” 


The renegades fell back upon each other in wild — 


confusion. 
“Who will be Number Two?” wailed Long Dan. 


CHAPTER VII. 


OLD SPLINTER’S DISCOVERY. 


Old Splinters had not been fighting the blood- biel , 
Indians of the Far North for years not to know what 
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good er’nough ter tell to ‘eld wimmen,’ "he ) 


It’s 


‘ arter yer had filled us up on moon-shine. © 


It was written in red ink, | 
as if in blood and it was hardly to be understood for 


The ghostly 
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» to’do when he saw Wild-Bear leaping towara him to 
> scalp him. , 


The wily old trapper was far from. dead. 
-When he saw Wild-Bear aim at him, he had prac- 


So when Wild-Bear leaped over the rock expecting 


*).to meet.a fallen foe, he came face to face with the 
steely eyes of the angry trapper. 


Wild-Bear was transfixed. with surprise. 

He had dropped his rifle when he ran to the spot 
and was only carrying his knife in his hand. 

HOW hat good is a knife when a wily white-man has 
a gun?” thought the Chipewyan Indian, when he 

caught sight of the old miner. . 

His spectilations were checked, however, to a whis- 
per, when he heard the voice of Old Splint saying in 
a deadly tone that argued no denial, that he had better 
drop his knife, 

“Drop that knife and’ get down on your knees,” 
hissefl the trapper. 

The Indian gave’one wild glance behind him. ~ 

He had hoped that Nail-Tooth would see his pre- 
dicament and would shoot the trapper whose steady 
aim at Wild-Bear was about all the contract he could 
fulfill. It would have been easy for Nail- Tooth to 


_ have shot the trapper then. 


But Nail-Tooth was making long tract for safety. 

His flying feet could be seen hurrying away on the 
horizon: at “the rate he was traveling he would reach 
Marysville in ten minutes, which would be the record 
for the distance. 

So Wild-Bear gave up without further struggle. 

He dropped his knife and sank to his knees. _ 

With Kill-em at full. cock Old Splint kept his 
weather eye on the treacherous Indian until he has 
possessed himself of his. knife; then he motioned the 
red man toa seat. 

“We will have a little confab,” Splint cried. “ Moat 
red son of a gun, you hold yer hands high or Pl shoot 
yer. full er holes.” 

The Indian obeyed. 

““What’s yer pisin name? ih asked Splint. 

“Wild-Bear.” 

‘“Tame-Bear, just now.” 

The Indian vouchsafed no reply. 

-“Freat me woids wid scorn, eh?” laughed Splint. 
“ Who was the other red devil that j is legging it there 
on the horizon?” 

“ Nail-Tooth.” 

“Vd nailed him if he had gotter in anand? line 0’ 
Kill-em, here,” cried Splint. “ Now ye two plug-uglies 


are members 0’ Bad Harry Hutton’s band, eh?” 


The Indian again made no reply. 
‘Silence gin’s consent,” allowed Splint at this point. 


 * Now where were ye goin?’ if 


== 


ESE 





The Indian remained passive. 
Slowly Kill-em came into line with the red brow of 


the half savage and there was something in the un-— 
~ winking stare of Splint that told the red man’ it 
was time to stop his present line of conduct. 


“You jist “answer me and do it blankety quick,” 


i cried Splint to the mute interrogation: of the Indian's 
De | a 


““T novsavez.’ 
Thus the a man told Splint i in i indie fashion that 


ay he aid not understand his last question. 


¢ He clutched his faithful rifle Kall- . 
--em in his hand, and rolled to one side, so, just as the 
. enemy fired, Old Splint was not at that particular spot. 


N 


another member of the bandit gang [- know barat 


get some gold belongin’ to the gang, we is fee | 


then, Ugh!” 


things of this world that ie brings» when me; poke 
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“Yes, you savez, you mutt, cried Splint * Adswer oa 


my question.” ) 
‘We goin’ top Bald Mountain,” said the ident 
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“ Going oP Bald. Mountain,” armmiclted Splint Hl 
‘6 Why ? n aay eee 
Bg id ‘AO A ae 

“ Go Spectral. Hunt place.” a: Sea BF =n 






Splint took a long breath. It was woudertar to in 1 
that an Indian whose. superstitious fears were, in his 3 
mind, pretty certain to keep him away from. the dense TA 
forest-like spot in the tip-top of Bald Mountain, where © ty 
there was. so much of mystery in. existence, should _ 
plead guilty to attempting a trip up to the fai pot. < ’ 

Splint thought a moment... © bt q 

The tales of Bad Harry’s gang ibe ousliae. came y 
quick to his mind; now what had the band to do with’ — 
the glen called the Home of the Riders of the Spectral 
Hunt and if the band had some inner knowledge of 
events at the haunt of ghostly ridets, why, ane whee 
did this Indian learn the facts?” nate: 

Splint determined to further question the Seat 3 

“Why did ye want to go to the glen of as Spectral 
Hunt?” continued the trapper. Br eas Pa rari 

“Ugh. Much gold.” Wes felt ‘ Fults ie 

“What?? = ; ne VESU eR F (Aes oor a 

“ Heap, much gold. cs Hee Amami 

“You mean there is much gold there?” LARTER t 9, 

“Yep.” Sr 

“ How do you know?”’ at oe ee Ra 

“ I know.” SINR ea a 5 en ie i 

éé How i ; yt ‘ “i ni 

“T hear.” , th Abin eae cles Ea 

“Oh, you. heard?” or BYR rang Wea ee 

éé Yep. 39 \ : 

“Where did you hear of gold being i in the ¢ len of t 
the Spectral Hunt?”’ | 

“Me hear, Harry, talkee, to Fat Ted? rt een (vt 

“You heard Bad Harry Hutton, tell Fat Ted, 
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well, that there was ‘heap’ gold up there i in | the len % 
of the rie Hunt?” RTS 
rf De you fuse how much gold is there?’ » gcitn Nin Naik 
The Indian shook his head. ALARM 
‘“ Do you know how the gold came to be put there?” Hy 
“ Bandit gang, heap put cols there. Teale ee si ; 
“When?” Ay Staite Sn aUaRE 
“ Dunno.” fC be 
But I must insist on your tellin’ me sat you Hee ni 
Dunno mttch. Heard Bad Harry tell. Fat Ted, to 
go glen, get gold, heap. much and bring to him.” oe ; 
-Do you. mean me to understand that the chief. ore ia 
the pirate gang, Bad Harry Hutton, has sent Fat Ted, $4 Cia 
one of his band, up to the glen of the Spectral Hunt, en a , 


ea z= & 7 
Ws * ae = a 
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and that the gold is “heap THe eRe aH aR { 
The Indian nodded in the affirmative. UR aa an 
; When did you hear this??) heli ve Ni 
‘ Some sleeps ago—dunno how lone: ‘but ‘me .¢ heare.” oe A 
So. after 


you got the knowledge b: eaves-drop- 
pin’ you then enlisted Nail-Tooth, a. otha to. a / ‘ 


you go up to the haunted glen to tr 3h ch 
for yourselves? v 3 ‘ aS ae 8 iyi a) 


“ Heap eons make Indian rich, he great white man Oh 


Wild- ee S Tee was a study i in | delight ‘tons the g 
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“Old cies was BR at the news he had heard 
ub he could not understand what it all meant until he 
had turned’ the entire matter over in his mind from 
time to timé. Buk 
- rfe went over all the acts he Bike tt welded them 
i to some of his suspicions and the result was a shrewd 
_ understanding of all that had happened in the ranks 
Pen of the bandits, So far as the gold was concerned. 
| “That gold is the loot of the paymaster’s camp,” 
muttered Splint to himself. “It is the result of the mid- 
night alam. The bandit gang under the lead of Bad 
@ Harry Hutton got away with the half million in gold 

> coin but there has not been time to divide the coin 
NM among the gange’s members. I wonder now, where they 
a buried the treasure? a . 


oS 
i~e 


ea PETE . 
AS 


The more Old Splinters thought of the problem the 


f more convinced he became that he was tight. 
“By George,” he at length cried; “' The robbers have 
a buried that loot and this Indian knows where. I am 
going to try and get the truth out of him—if any one 
can get the truth out of an Indian.” 
* As he cogitated Splinters began asking Guestions of 
ie -\ Wild- Beat again, 
dee De you. know where the loot i is 3 buried? id 
‘ “ Nope.” 
— “ Haven't you any idea?” 

ies “ Nope. Le 

Old Kill-em began. to grow restive in the brown 
hand of the trapper: 
i Sensitive to impressions Wild-Bear saw that it was 
| again time to put up his safety umbrella; this white 
Fr man was quick to make. his meaning clear with his 


» 
J 


t 


long, hard-shooting rifle; and Wild-Bear knew that 


: Old Splinters knew Ow to shoot with unfortunate ac- 
| curacy. 
i. “T tell!” he cried, giving in n quickly under the con- 
. ditions facing: him. — 
“ All-right, tell.” | 
Wn “I know cash he buried—cached under tree where 
dead man’s head he laugh, ha, ha, like.” 
“You know the treasure is buried underneath a 
om eb, which there is a grinning skull.” 
“ e ” : 
Old: Splintess wiped the growing moisture from his 
"brow: grinning skulls of dead men in the glen where 
‘ the dreaded. Home of the Riders of the Spectral Hunt 
Was situated, was enough to make” even his nerves of 
steel quiver. 
“How do you ais all this?” 
_. The Indian: grinned but only by a facial contortion 
Shi be showed one tooth, white, ugly like that of a pan- 
Ga thepeAae 
ish You need not. grin at me like the skull up in the 
b len,” cried Old Splint. 
7 p « “T no grin but. tell truth. Bad Harry he say all 
at. 9 A % 
Old Splint was Genayed into talking pretty aoed 














ay old Vermont, as he spoke ; but as soon as he was sure 
Of his ground he relapsed into his usual trapper-mine 
style of talking and laughed with much pleasure as he 
« thought of the success of his questioning. 

ie Me “By Gosh,” he thought. €6 I'm going to get back 
that cash’ or: lose a darned ‘fin in the attempt. Gosh, 


: tow would show ‘UD. we'd hen dis trick down, hans’ 
7. ” mY te ey y ite ; 
Ni Nine 4 Su tka ana A 


would dare hardly to creep. 


American: ‘Canadian to the Indian in ‘his excitement, | 
- for he harked back to his.school days years before in. 


but 7 m in the { pie. for fair, say, but ef only Tom Bris- 


he continued aseahor of, the young ieiees ye was 


al mystery. 


In spite of Old Man East’s’ money}; in spite of all 
that it could buy to aid in the search; in spite of its 
free expenditure, in spite of the unaided effort of 


Splint himself, not a single trace of Tom Bristow could © 


be found, 

Whether he was alive and wandering in i forest 
in a half crazy state, subsisting on nuts and roots; 
whether he was dead in some far off gulch to which he 
had wandered, was unknown to all his friends still. 

He was out at sea; he had not yet reached any port 
of missing men. 

But here was something worth the winning, Old 
Splinters thought. 

The million dollar loot of the bandits taken from Tow 


Bristow after the wonderful fight for it made by its guard- 
tan. Tom Bristow, was now practically in the hands of 
Tt was secreted where he could lay lus hands 


Old Splint. 
upon $03 ey 

“ Ghostly skull can grin forever,’ thought Splint, 
“ but L will get that cash back and wall find Tom Bris- 
tow if he is alive and will hand it over to him; if I 


can’t find him back it goes to the company that owns 
it. When Tom gets it back it goes, of course and 


quick as he puts his hands on-it.” 
Old Splint had carelessly stepped aside as he rumi- 
nated,» .) - 


When he nied up he nd that Wild-Bear had 
‘disappeared. : 


Old’ Splint rubbed his eyes. 
He saw the Indian was running away from him and 
had with leaps and bounds made straight across the 


gulch, and was now on the top of the adjacent hill, 
had leaped upon the trail that wound around it, and . 


was making for the sides of a steep canyon that ran 
along the side of the hill at this point. 
The canyon was one of the steepest in that part of 
the country. 
-Its rocky sides plunged down for thousands of feet; 
in the bottom of the awful declivity ran a swift moun- 
tain stream. 


The dog wall get down that canyon side by leaps | 


and bounds. An Indian can run where a white man 


guess Kill-em can carry there.” 
As Old Splint cried these words his long barreled 


rifle settled into position. 


‘But before’ his agile finger could press the trigger, 


irom out of the air, apparently, sprang a wonderfully © 


powerful white stallion. 
Qn its back it bore a tall, white clad figure. 
Old Splint’s gun wavered in his hand: He fell back 


against the rock behind which he had so. recently 


sheltered himself from the weapon of the Indian ren- 
egade! 


vee Good Lordy,” cried Splint, “the Spectral Rider!” 


The Indian saw the awful apparition at the same 
time. 
A terrible ape eactned his lips. 


The white stallion bore down upon the Indian at a a 


thundering lope. 
The Indian gave one panic stricken yell. 
He launched himself over the beetling walls of the 


canyon... } 


His’ foot slipped. 


With a blood curdling ery, the unfortunate er 
missed his footing, and even. where he stood Old 


It’s a long shot but T, 
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Splint could hear the body of the red man go whirling 
down the awful precipice to his death. 
The Spectral.Rider plunged forward to the very edge 
of the cliff. 
my as he also going to. jump into the terrible depths? 
O. 


On the margin of the gulf the stallion was seen’ 


to stop in his mad PACE 

His fore-feet were almost over the cliff ; he stopped, 
stood like a statue for one terrible second; then turned 
and darted up the trail at his same/mad speed. 

A voice that seemed to Old Splint to come from the 
sky trailed behind through the clear air. 

“Two!” cried the mournful voice of the Spectral 
Rider. " : 


CHAPTER VIII: 
OLD MAN EAST TAKES A HAND, 


“You certainly have made a great discoy ery, a 
grand one.’ 

Old Man East, superintendent of the Dacotah No. 
6 mine, spoke these words to Old Splinters, who had 
hurried back from the terrible scene he had witnessed, 
after looking down into the depth of the dreadful can- 


_,yon where he could see, lying by the stream that mean- 
dered through it, the still, bloody, lifeless’ form of the 


Indian; Wild-Bear. 

Old Splint’s, frst thought had been to hurry back 
to the mine and tell East. of his’ discovery. 

He found East at the bottom of a thousand foot 
shaft in the mine, | 

_A gang of men were shoveling reddish ore into a 
huge bucket that when ‘filled was hurried up by a 
chain windlass to the top of the ground, where, as 
he looked up, Splint could see a little round circle of 
shifting pale light. 

Other men with lanterns on their hats were to be 
seen clambering up and down wet, sticky, dirty ladders 
along the sides “of the shaft, their presence being noted 
by tiny candles that clowed i in the pitchy darkness. 


“ We must get up to that spook glen as soon as we 


an,’ added Fast. “ The gang have buried their trea- 
sure there at the foot of the tree underneath the grin- 
ning skull of which the Indian told you. Vhey won't 
wait long to try and get the gold. It’s the first man 
there that will get the loot.” 
“ Hadn’t we ought to take a posse from the miners} fc 
asked Splint. 
This idea seemed such a Bded one ‘that for quite a 


time East hesitated. 


‘It would be better to do it, I think,” he said, but 
after all I hate to do it. The gold is a fearful temp- 


. tation to any man and the boys while they are all 
honest. might get locoed by the yellow. stuff—well, 


do you think we can pull this thing off ourselves, 
alone?” 

“ Shore.” 

“c Why Rie ' ; 

i Nig have a repertivion fer being some fighter,” 


ie cried Splint. 


all the gold in these parts is in quartz which we have 
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“ \WV-e-l-l, yes, I suppose $0,’ peated Rast: ri a 
He smiled as he spoke, for dealing with the crowd 7 
of rough men at Marysvalle the superintendent had ; 
fioured: in many a swift gun-fight and had always got _ 
“to his gun fust.’. as the miners~ capa seee it when WV 
telling ‘of his deeds of prowess. Sti 

“T have fit some too,” added Splint. © 

East winked at Kill-em, the trapper’s. trusty rifle. 
which he carried clear down to the ese of, ‘the 

vast mine with him. 

Splint laughed. Eyam 

“Shore,” he said, * “T’ve done some fitin’ wid dis old : 
gal—yes, “super, you en me can take care of dat 
vang, like, I think.” i 

Tlre two men shook hands cordially and He East — 
led the way up the long stretch of twenty-foot ladders — 
to the cool summer air at the top of the shaft, \ 

“A gold mine is a good thing ter own, ef she’s a 
producer, * rematked Splint when he got to the top 
of the shaft and drank in the clear, pure air, “ but she 
ain’t no great shakes to wotk in as an im-plo-y-ee. 

East nodded. 

“ It’s queer,” he said, * but somehow I don’t feel that 
all this ore here we are a getting out means riches. 
To me it’s nothing but dirty roc a 

“What did yer last run assay?” 

“ The last time we cleaned up at the mill,” replied 
East, “we took half a million in gold bullion over the 
hills to Fort Churchill.” mi , 

“That's going some.” ? 

“Tsn’t it? This mine is a spades: all right.” 

‘ Ain’t there nothin’ but ore out here in dis con- 
founded country,’ asked Splint, who was an old miner 
and had his “ gold-nose” still with him. 


“ Splint, I don’t know,” the stiperintendent replied. 
“I’ve often had the idea that we ought to find pocket- 
gold in this country, where there is so much ore, but, 
no one has ever found any.” 


Old Splint’s eyes glistened. Bade seant he knew 
meant sudden riches to the lucky man. 3 

He thought of old Bill Bennett, over in Montana, | 
who found a pocket of gold one morning and in two 
hours had taken great nuggets worth fifty thousand | 
dollars out of the pocket. 


He thought of Tom Sennette, another. nalebrated | 
seeker after gold who found a pocket of gold that — 
brought him in more than a million of dollars in ess | 
than a week. | 


“This yar country is like enough a pocket country,” ‘ 
Splint said after the golden dream he had, Maen i 
“I'd like to clean up.a few pockets.” - |. Esta 

The stiperintendent laughed grimly. ae a 4 

* So would we all,” he rejoined, “ but there’s ‘no one " 
hereabouts that has ever found a pocket, so I guess — 


oe 


ae ea. " 


——_ 


: 





to dig out by great shafts, crush, in great mills, run 
through our long process to get the gold——" 
_“ And ye gits lots,” cried Splint, “but fer me git 
me to th’ pocket right quick for results.” ‘ 
i Yes,” answered East. “ You get vevutkae cial in 
the pocket. In ten minutes to one “you usually clean 
up thousands of almost pure gold.” 
The two men looked at each other, and after awhile 
Sen i 
“The lure of sold. eh?” lightly remarked East. _ 
Splint nodded. | ; 
There’s reetie some. the ‘campa’ ys eit vote 


clean up that. thar pocket, eh?” 
Z - “You lead the way,” answered East. 

Ina few minutes the two men were out from the 
mine, steadily climbing the hills that rose, and rose 
_ higher and higher, until they at length ended in the 
ee Bald Mountain. | 


' East and Splint, armed. to the teeth, hurried along 
ae trail until just at dusk they began the final steep 
ascent to the Home of the Ridére of the Spectral 
- Hunt. 


Uns Pretty. steep,” aed East. 

“You bet,” answered Splint. ‘ 
. “The road looks to be choked up with snow, East 
iM added as he looked ahead. . 


“It’s allers snowin’ up hyar,” replied Splint. ‘“ Old 
i Baldy ain't lettin’ us tellers ever have an easy trip up 
~hyar.” 
The men atlas: onward. _ 
The trail, now, was no wider than a tiny cow-path. 
The snow was many feet deep, both men could see. 
It was hard work ploughing along through it and 


yor to progress. 


“ Ahead here I see a big rock, and it’s almost across 
the trail,” cried East. “ Let’s hurry to it and rest.” 


“We kin look downward on the glen whar the Spec- 
“tral Riders gather,” whispered Splint, in the uncouth 
language of the trapper. 

“ Hope there isn’t any of the riders there,” 
pered East. 


It was now quite dark. 


The snow made patches of strange shapes, like un- 
quiet ghosts on every hand. 

The men looked at each other with paler cheeks 
than either had worn in many years; each would have 
faced any human enemy undaunted but this fight with 

the inner fear blanched each cheek. 

“Say, I don’ like dis game, up hyar,’ whispered 
Splint, who dropped behind Fast and trailed along with 
lagging steps. 

“Neither do I,” a East, who hated to go 
ahead and equally hated to have Splint see that he 
was afraid. 

“ Try fer that there rock.” 
“Splint indicated the great bolder which could be seen 
Sticking out of a big heap of snow as he spoke. 
The men hurried to this vantage place. | 
They climbed up to the top of the boulder. - 
_. When they reached the top, as if their arrival had 
if made. a signal for the event, there came on the night 
_ air a low rumble like distant thunder. ~ 
“ Great Scot,” cried East, “ What’s that?” 
He grasped Splint’s arm as he spoke. 
“Thunder,” cried Splint, whose face was ashen. 
“ Thunder up here in this land of eternal snow, non- 


whis- 





Sense,” replied East. ES 
“But et was thunder.” 
A 5. BR eorge,. it. Pane, was.” 


“Thar it is again.” 
Old Splint spoke truly. K 
Again there came a long, low muttering, deadly, 
he. roll of a thunder clap. 
The two men grasped each other’s arms. 
JA ue flash of BOTS seemed to encircle the en- 
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in 1 them. Maud Epis H's eit and see ef we can’t. 


the two men sank up to their arm pits in their endea- 
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tire glen and die in great purple, orange and- er een, 
circles’on the far horizon. 


The two men looked down into the glen which the > 


vivid light threw out in wonderful distinctness. 

They saw a tangle of short fir trees, a waste of un- 
der thicket of spruce, stunted and onarled trees; and 
in the very center of the glen, in the midst of the wild 
peneLe they saw a blasted tree. 

Thet’s th’ blasted tree I was er tellin’ yer about,” 

softly, said Splint through his fear-chattering teeth. 

East nodded. 

Another vivid burst of lightning came, and the two 
men saw distinctly before them, on the top of the tree 
a grinning human skull. 

Great fear drops massed themselves on East’s face. 

ty That’ s the grinning skull you told me about,” he | 
cried,“ we-are here near the Home oF the Riders of 
the Spectral “Hunt.” 


‘Sure, and look, oh look thar!”’ 


Old Splint pointed to a moving form that seemed 
to be hurrying through the haunted glen. 


“What is it?” asked East in a suffocated tone. 

‘Looks like a big bar—no ’taint a bar,” 

“It’s too big for a bear.” 

“What is it then, er moose? ”’ 

“ Not big enough for a. moose.” 

* What is it, then?.”’ 

‘JT don’t know, but look—” 

East pointed his finger at the place where the great 
bulk could be seen moving back and forth. 

The shape quickly whirled hither and thither. 

“Tt’s a horse,” whispered East, in consternation. 

“A big white stallion,-eh?”’ 

“Veg? 

“T thought as muuch It’s ther stallion wot’s been 
hurrin’ after Bad Harry’s gang; it’s the steed of that 
thar Spectral Rider.” 

“Yes, and there is the rider.” 

The two men looked with fear troubled eyes. 

They saw a figure in white striding backward and 
forward. 

’ The figure was that of a man. 

He strode about his restless horse; he seemed to 
float in the air, as the hoots of the impatient beast 
struck the earth. 

There came another vivid flash of lightning. 

“Good God, look at that!” cried East. 

The chostly figure was standing directly beneath 
the human skull and was mocking it. 

The living men could see the white wraith shaking 
its fists at the dead grinning skull. 

The snorts of the white horse could be heard where 
they stood. | 

Flashes of lightning seemed to play about the glen; 
the long low rumble of distant thunder sounded. 
There came a horrible crash. 

Before its dread concussion had ended, East and 
Splint, two panic stricken fear- -speeded men were tear- 
ing back down the trail. 

For they had seen the mammoth stallion, and the 
Spectral Rider, hurrying toward them on the speed 
of the wind. ‘h 

“Run, he’ll git us,” cried Splint. 

ELS right behind us, I can run no faster,” yelled 
East, but at the same time dashing madly onward in 
his wild attempt at escape. 
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CHAPTER. IX. \ a 
“NUMBER. THREE.” 


‘A solitary figure, sinister, huge, and truculent was 
meanwhile nearing the fateful glen. | 

But is was approaching with stealthy tread, like a 
woll. in search of its prey, or like the sneaking coyote 
of the Far North, each step being carefully planned 
so that there would be no rolling of earth backward 
down the steep hill. 

When nearly to the top of the hill that led to: Bald 
Mountain the solitary figure paused. ven 

It could be seen to be carefully examining its 
weapons, 


Every now and then, in the gloom of the early night 
it peered about as if in search of something. 

While the waiting figure stood silent, and narrowly 
looking ,hither and thither, a second solitary figure 
was wending it way up the mountain, but at an angle 
removed from where the first figure was toiling, and 
quite away from the trail down which East and Old 
Splint were dashing for dear life’s sake pursued by 
the Spectral Rider. ~ 

At length the first figure continued on its way but 
at an angle that by the time it reached Bald Moun- 
tain’s top, would carry its path into that being made 
by the second lonely figure, 

Just within a few hundred feet of the haunted glen, 
the two figures met. 


Two hands grasped two revolvers. 

The men were looking into the gloom with staring 
eyes trying to make each other out. 

' Thet you, Harry?” cried the taller, and the figure 
first to arrive at the fateful spot. 

< Yes.” 

“ It’s. me.” 

“ Long Dan?” 

te Ves.” 

“Come nearer, Dan.” 


Dan softly plowed through the deep snow, to where 
the other man stood, and then Bad Harry Hutton, and 
Long Dan Jessup, the chief leaders. of the Hutton 
bandits’ gang, dropped their hands from their respec- 
tive weapons, and stood at ease, and began talking to 
each other in the short sentences these men of blood 
affected. i 5 | 

' Hev any trouble gittin’ hyar?” asked Bad Harry. 

~ Naw, Did yah?” 

“Naw.” 

" How far aré we from the gold?” 

‘Bout half a mile.” 

“ Whar’s ‘the spot?” 

' Whar yer see that thar blasted tree a stickin’ up 
its head.” ; | 

' That feller wots a towerin’ above the. other 
trees? 7’ . 

“ Sure.” | 

" Infernal spooky place.” 

~ Sure. Ain’t scared are ye?” 

Long Dan shrugged his shoulders. 


..“ By thunder,” he cried, “T don’t know yit whether 
“I’m scart er not.” ; 


ee 


_I know how I feel,’ whispered Bad Batry cc 
"How? 7? 


_“ Plumb. scart.” 
SAre yer”? 


the gang and fix things better than ‘ef you were left 
‘up thar?.” MANN CaP De ca De 








“Shore. This a huntin’ gelt wid a lot er Spooks atic 


etlardin’ it, ain’t wot it’s cracked up ter be.” A i 
“ But pard, we've got ter get ‘the stuf, » De gang's 
gettin’ whar dey wont stand no more fool Ren 
Bad Harry nodded. | i al a Sik LN MS 


% 
i, 


“ Sure,” he muttered. Se sa Ga CY eli 

“Ef we don’t come over wit some stuff termorrer, 
you en me'll hev to do some shootin ter keep the _ 
gang from shootin’ us?” | ae RON Na aD 

“Yer bet.” Varah Ri a 

“It’s a case o’ git that thar gold up hyar, spooks er fe 
no spooks, er to git shot by our own men.” . | 

Te f AoE ATER OS aeinaee) aE 

“ Now I’ni plumb. scart myself, but I ain’t scart er, 
them thar spooks up hyar as much as I am of the gang _ 
down thar.” hy Sy eee et ke 

The speaker made a sweeping gesture as he spoke 
toward the far off lights of Marysville which could be 
seen twinkling way down in the valley over which — 
towered the great mountain upon which they were 
standing. | 3h 

LEST Se an dsb 

“ Now the only way ter git to thet gold ye burried up 
thar is ter git to it?” ee 

Bad Harry nodded. | 

“ Now I've goter plan.* . yee A 

“Spit it out.” | ee ce ane 

"Yer stand, hyar and watch thet no one comes.” 


a) 


Sware: | | i 

" Ef they do come—anyone I mean'from thar down — 
Marysville way, I want yer to:not try to warn me, but 
ter turn loose yer gun; let ’em hev it hard. W’en I 
hyar them shots o’ yourn, I’ll pike fer the town, cross- 
lots, see?” | 

ce Yes.” J ; 

“ En I’ll meet yer at the Dirty Spoon in Marysville.” 

‘s Yes.” 

En we kin fight it out wit de gang, eh?” ‘ 

Bad Harry nodded. Ri rate legs | 

" Wot yer goin’ ter do if no one comes?” he asked. 

“PU git the lay o’ the land up thar.” ‘ 

“ Yes.” ee 

» Phen Pil jump back hyar, and put yer wise.” — 

‘cb Oh.” ye | 

~ En then we'll go up tergether and dig up the gold, 
and carry it back between us.” 4 CNA 

“Cayant carry it all ternight.” 

' Well come up termorrow night agin.’ 

e Ah.” er: 

“We kin carry it all in erbout two nights?” 

“ Guess we kinder kin.” gual ar Pes veast 

“ Er we kin git it outen th’ glen, and cache it some- 
where else ternight and git back. arter it termorrow.” 

' Sure. We kin git it outen that ther’ spook glen.” | 

‘swigs of whiskey _ 


Ay 


The two bandits then took great swigs 
from a giant’s flask that Longe Dan produced. | 
“ Now look: ter yer weepins,’ he at length cau- 
tioned, “ Yer may need ’em any PE GE AL 
‘Bad Harry did so, but’ as he stood watching the 
same performance on the part of Long Dan, he’ sud- 
denly spoke. ». | | sche” Leama alee 
" Why are yer goin’ alone up thar?” he asked as he 
waved his hand toward the hunted Ber ln? hans x: 
“Cause ef I gits mine thar, ye kin git back ter 
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“Say, Dan yer all right,” muttered Bad Harry. — 
h Bult Wer/better Deskecrtan se se eugmi iia ened cate th 
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ty.s. ‘teeth were chattering with fear and 


Hi he Liddea 
rhe ndian, Tit en he ee NiGo2e 7 
i i “Thet’s' wot. L heern tell he did yell, Nail- Tooth, 
Ns was: a hidin’ -wen> Wild-Bear goes over inter thet 
f bat ‘horr’ble canyon, right whar he Heath everythin’. 2 
“Wot did he hyear?” 


A 


vp ‘He. Sez he hearn th’ ghost wot was a- ehastn' Wild- 

~ Beary yell: + No, 22 w’en the Indian sails down over 

inter de ae ter his death.” 

t Gosh is 

i. i ee Sare: as yer eee 

ey The two. men ‘crept. nearer to Bach other when the 

: “grewsomne. tale was told. 

Bs Tey: wanted to feel that another human Bei was 

. near in all ‘the. awiul. desolation about them, ae with 
-_ the terrible glen of the Spectral Riders so near at hand. 

|“ Well, we can’t-er fool hyear much,” at length cried 

i 4 Bad Harry, * “So long.” | 

f 0 ‘So long, ” cried Long Dan cocking his revolver as 

he pulled. it from his belt and creeping up over the 


wen that thor feller gits the 


mg 

i 
re 
Bs 

mi 


snow toward ae gold looted. in the raid on the pay- 


be master's camp... 
| 


Bad Harry. ae te feet deever into the snow, and 
n turn cocked the: magazine rifle he had slung over 
“his. shoulder when he left Marysville. 
re, _ The arsenal he stood now ready to turn seat 
human being or spook, for with familiarity in the 
oe grewsome. scene about him, he had begun to regain 
_ his courage, and was in a trice no longer panic stricken 
i with | fear; but had become. the deadly dangerous 
a leader of the renegade band, in which he had fought 
bi P himself upward with a red tide of blood about his 
_ ever advancing: step. 


a _ The minutes crept along. 


Still no sound came from the vicinity of the haunted. 


’ glen, where Long Dan by this time must be at work. 
| “He must: have reached the glen—I ought to hear 
the sound of the. spade which I told him was secreted 
in the bushes tight near the buried treasure. 
a fi I will. hear the muffled strokes of his spade.” 
Thus thought Bad Harry. 
, But no noise reached ‘his ear sironeh he strained 
“every ntrve i in his" anxiety to hear the welcome sound. 


- The far cry of a timber wolf calling to its mate 


i" "sounded on the’ ears of the baffled bandit; that was all. 


Above. him a> solitary shooting star made a bret 


‘ “pathway i in ‘the sky of whirling fire. 
e ee Vanrehed’. "i grid: 


WY 


‘The ‘silver isteneee oe a moonless Far. Nee West: 
Hetty settled. back: about him as he still awaited a 


a joes from. ‘Long. Dan. Roe 


Ten. miniites ; twenty minutes, half an. hour thus 


“passed, Wea Hee oe 


No eee es of the return of the wanderer 
Rachel Bad. ‘Harry’: 'S. ears. 
His blood began to - freeze in his veins. 
pal His) stile 
bs ae eA ete 
ay a 
: a 1e awaited Nie siewal: but no ‘signal came. 
ba ni Or has happened to Long’ Dan,” mused the 


it. “Or, er a am, ‘too far Peay and he is so 


alt ee 


Listen, . 


His face 1 was. 
ened hand could peels hold ae ‘re- | 
Oe Mey? ‘he went, ‘on, 
Ly, hoss: but did ye ever see. stich a whopper of a hoss?” 


ones at his work of ae gging up the treasure that I 
‘can’t hear him,” : 
With stealthy steps Bad: Harry began moving to- 
ward the fated glen. ! 
He could see it lying dark,. mysterious, erim, with | 


i deadly import in its sullen blackness right before him. 


3ut where.was Long Dan?’ 

Not a:sound Dera rae ae aaa aoe of the missing 
renegade. - 

- Sottly Bad’ Harry. Sit nearer and nearer to the 
glen. 

‘Still there was no sign of he missing man. 

“What was. that?” 

The words came hissingly through the set teeth of 
the frightened man. 

A! long, low. peal ol thunder crept down from the 
olen. 

Bad) Harr: y's face was as white as the snow about 
baa hs | 

“My God!” the bandit. cried in agony, “look 
there! What is that horrible shape swinging there? Is 
it—-no, it can’t be Long Dan?” 

Now no longer fearing man or ghost, the bandit 
dashed forward toward the dread “shape, firing his 
mighty revolver as he did so; the loud explosion of 
each cartridge as it sounded, came high and clear 
above a sullen peal of thunder; but the horrible figure 
right ahead gave no answering shots. 

"For, hanging by the neck, dead and cold, swinging im 
helplessness, Bad Harry H: utton saw the dead form of his 
friend and bandit compamon, Long Dan Jessup, whose 
distorted face told of the horrible agony in which he had 
ended his career of crime. 

On the dead bandit’s breast, rudely shaped in white 
chalk, Bad Harry saw this— 


NUMBER THREE” 


CHAPTER X. 
“EAST AND OLD SPLINT COMPARE NOTES, 


“Ate you alive?” 

47. don’t know—yet.” 

These two sentences escaped from the lips of Old 
Man East, and Old Splinters, the trapper, and super- 
intendent of the famous mine, Dacotah No. 6, re- 
spectively as they sat up) in a snow bank, at the foot. 
of Bald Mountain, just where the trail began to’ ap 


_. downward out of the snow line. . 


“Whar’s thet feller?’ continued Old Splint. 
“What fellow?” 

“The Spectral Rider.” 7 
~“T don’t know, and I dex t sant to know where he 


| cio you think Jam in love with ghosts so that 9 


2.2? 


: can’t live without ‘em: 
‘Old Splint roared. _ | 
“thet ape tid a mighty fine, 


“TY was running so hard I didn’t stop to look at the 


horse; what kind of an animal was he?” 
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on the saddle 0’ his hoss.” 
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Er big white stallion. I never in all me life seen 
such a big white hoss.” | 
; ‘ec Oh.” r 

“ He was a snortin’ foam an’ fire, thet was yards 
long.” | 
2 What?” | 

“ Yes, sir, why, hope I may die, but ’e wos.” 

“ Was he a going fast?” 

“ Never seen a hoss skin so_in all my life.” 

“But why didn’t he catch up with us if he was 
going so fast?” 

“He did.” 

“What? ” 

“Yes, he did.” 

“The horse caught up with us?” 

‘ Sure;” E 

“If he did catch up with us how is it we are alive?” 


“T'll tell yer. Ye know w’en we started ter run, 
you wor ahead, agoin’ some and I was behind a goin’ 
some, but not a goin’ as strong as ye wos, ’cause yer 
some years younger nor me—see?” j 

With a smile East nodded. 


“So I seen yer a goin’ some and I sez ter meself, 
‘ef East a keeps up thet gait he’ll hit Marysville in 
erbout ten seconds more.” 

“Sweet Marysville being just at that moment about 
three miles away, which would. be some record to 
make; three miles in ten seconds.” ate 

“TI didn’t say yer wos a goin’ ter git thet record, but 
I sez thet at the gait yer first hit up yer would er 
made the distance easy in thet time.” 

“Oh. . Then I didn’t keep my stride.” 


“ Yer did not, fer just as the Spectral Rider was 
right on top o’ ye, yer foot slipped and yer comes 
down on th’ back o’ yer neck, and ye slides down this 
year trail like as ef yer was some kinder human sled.” 

“IT stumbled and fell, did I?” 

“ Yer stumbled—some, -and yer fell moren some.” 

“Then I slid down the trail.” : 

“Sure thing.” 

“ Then what happened?” 


_ 





“ The big hoss he was right a-top o’ ye then. I seen 


it all fer I’d fallen inter a big hole 0’ snow, and I was 
a watchin’ him git ye.” | | 
“Nice of you, to watch me get killed; why didn’t 
you shoot?” 
“Shoot? Shoot what? A 
sick.” 
“You think it was a ghost?” ~ 
“Surest thing yer know.” 
“ What makes you think it was a ghost?” 
“ Cause as he swept by me, he held his head on the 
pommel of his saddle right ahead 0’ him?” 
“What?” 
“Jes wot I said.” : | 


ghost? Yer makes me. 


“You mean to tell me the Spectral Rider was a” 


headless horseman, when he rode by you in pursuit of 
me?” | La i 
‘<< Yes ” WT ‘ 
“You're crazy.” 


“Not much, East. I tell yer I seen thet sight 


_ proper outten me two lamps. Thet feller was a riding 


arter you with his head in his hands right afore him 


“Before him; his head, on the saddle of the white 


Buy stallion? Man, you’re dippy.” 


‘ 
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The old trapper and miner was so plainly angry at 
having his statement doubted that East decided to 
humor him by asking him further questions, 


+ Eh 


“What else happened?” he queried. fee 
“Ther want no else ter happen. ‘Thet rider, he gits 
right close ter ye; he leans over, looks right inter 
yer face, and then, widout a woid, he swings back ter, 
where I was. I gin meself up fer lorst.” Sea 
“Ye did, eh? Go on, you’re getting interesting.” AG 
“But the ghost jest jumps over where I was a , 
hidin’ easy like and then he swings right ‘straight up, | 
er trail, right back to dat glen, whar he vanishes like — 
ther morning mist.” | NONE NC ARO CU 
East’s face was a study of amazement. 
“T can’t see if the Spectral Rider chased me why he 


4 
hehe 
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‘ 
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didn’t do me up when he got to me,” East ventured. 
“know.” . : ae ines Su Ge 
“Why?” 
“You know-he looked over at'yer face, 
néar t’ ye.” . | | 
se Yes.” | Mer A 4 A 
“ Wall, he jest sees then that the ‘old boy’ has ye dl 
marked already, so he sez ter himself, sez he, ‘we'll — 
git thet feller anyhow, wots the use 0’ my botherin’ — 
wid him.’ ” 3 Aj : ie Pa 
East made a pass with his fist at Splint, but the — 
trapper managed to avoid it. ab a aoe ate ch 
“ Why didn’t the Rider get you, when 


chance instead of jumping over you? 
“ That’s an easy one.” 
“Easy or not answer the question.” PUN one 
Splint drew down his eyelid so that the white plainly — 
showed. bi C1 Re a sR 
‘Come here,” he cried. : RS eg 
East obeyed: He peered intently into the old trap- 
per’s eye. aa sh i 


w’en he gits 


4 


j 

i 
* 
’ 


he had oy | ‘ 


‘ Do you see anything there?” 2 BO GA ner 
Old Splint asked this question. FAS ag Sv 
After some study East replied. * — water ae 
“I do not,” he asserted. | RN RACED 


““ Nothing of any color I mean?” 
“ What color? ” ! | 
“ Green.” sual ead 
Old Splint exploded into a gust of merriment. 
East stood staring blankly after him. © 
“ Now, Splint,” continued East, “I’m going’ to tell — 
you why you were not attacked by the Spectral Rider.” 
“Why?” Hr Pa BERG Sy Me 
» . Because the ‘ old boy’ you talk about-has no place _ 
in his hot weather town for foolish people like you.” 
It was East’s turn to laugh. | Say a SO Oe ead a 
But both men were sobered in a moment by a loud ~ 
cry that hurled itself far up the mountain side. 
They looked at each other in alarm. 88 ~~ 
“ Did you hear that fearful shriek? ” 
“ Yes,” replied Splint. He Bh | thie 
_ The two men listened again. i ee aay 
The dreadful cry again ‘assailed their earsies eto | 
* Someone is in mortal peril,” cried East. “Follow 
me, Splint! We must see what is the matter.” Baa iC 


whispered East. — 


_ A tremenduous sheet of flame burst from the sky, 
just as he spoke. aaa, nN RS 
Tt blinded the two running men. RiSSEI RAR PON 

sea ARG Rg 

Bee NE fey Kc 

‘ y Ker ea Aay BA 

ey ; ‘ i i : e ; i ‘ oh i 
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CHAPTER XT. 
Ne : THE ‘MARK OF DEATH. 
Bes Long’ Bani he dead?” 3 Pi 


oh Veg. * a 
By)? NVild- Bear, he dead?” ” 


me Ves 


pat Ae he dead?” 
Vege | | 

“Who goes next?’ is 

Be Sl don: t know—some other member of our gang.” 

f «=-d Nail-Tooth, the Indian, and Bad Harry Hutton, 
} were alone in the Dirty Spoon saloon, in Marysville, 
' when the foregoing conversation took place. 

_ Bad Harry was a broken man. 
) carry himself like a chief of a great renegade band; no 
i ra was, he full of battle and ready to meet his 
_ foes i 
Instead he was Ha peti able to contain himself for a 
| deadly fear of the future constantly oppressed him. 


ey gait myself, Nail-Tooth,” Bad Harry added in a 


Gt don’t know hay to turn.’ 
’ said the red man. “ This is all we can 


_ low voice. 
h Brace up,’ 
— do, now.” 
“We must do something before long.” 
Suter pos 
“But I don’t know what to do.” 
“Neither do I—’cept get the’ sald: i 


“ Dat sounds easy, but One Dan tried; yer sees. 


E his finish? i 


.. “If-we get Bold we break gane; git, Same as warn- 
_ savey ?”” 

“Bet yer life. If T git’s me first on me share o” dat 
_ gelt, it’s me fer the quick sneak.” 

“ Better git, while alive; than stay, dead.” 


_ “Sure, But I ain’t got no means 0’ goin’. T ain re 
r got no hoss. I ain’t got no-grub. I must git the gold 
E to git a grub-stake with.” ~ 
__ The desperate plight of the two men was, shown in 
Pies anxious looks. They were anxious to obey the 
_ dreaded warning of the Spectral Rider, but they had 
“no way of escaping. 

Without money, without redid, they could not 
launch themselves out in the dreary waste of the vast 


INDIAN 


No longer did iat | 
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“ Gang skin you live.” 

ad don’ t care.’ 

Nail- Tooth shrugged his shoulders with the red 
man’s acceptance of the decrees of fate without protest, 


-and rose and strolled away, yawning. 


3ad. Harry, his mind in a chaos, sat with. bowed 
head. 

“ No hope of getting to the gold,” he thought. “ The 
ghostly guardians of the treasure will await us there 
and kill us. one by one as we make a futile grasp at 
the money; was there ever such a terrible position to 
be in. Gold enough for us all there under. the grinning 
skeleton of the traitor to our band; and yet so guarded 


that one’s life is forfeit if one dares go near the 


haunted spot. Curse the luck!” 

Soon, the members of the bandit gang began to 
draw near to their cowed leader. 

An aged thief mustered up courage to draw nearer 
to talk over the situation with Bad Harry. 

He expected a flare of temper; but to his surprise 
Bad Harry was as mild as a dove. 

‘I’m speakin’ fer de gang ” cried the cross-examiner, 

“and we chaps would like. to know what we are ter 
do? >? 

“Do the best yer can,” 

“Wotk”’ | fh 

“ Do the best yer can,’ snapped the bandit chief 
again, “ don’t yer know English enough ter make out 
what I sez?” 

As Bad Harry made no effort to shoot,\the bandit 
continued, at length, his cress-questioning. 

‘Whar’s the gold?”’ he asked. 

~“ Bald Mountain way.” 

‘In that thar haunted glen?” 

“ Sure.” 

‘How are you going to get the money out o’ thet 
cache? ”’ 

Bad Harry’s stock of patience ended right here. 

“You liver colored son of a pirate,” he yelled, “I 
won't stand for no more o’ yer truck. Git, er I’ll blow 
your wits into the middle o’ next week.” 

The order, was so like the old Bad Harry Hutton,. 


snapped Harry. 


that the cross-examination brigand, rushed back to- — 
ward the cluster of other members of the gang, with 


a white face. 
“Who the blank said thet Bad Harry was down an’ 
out 7” the bandit whispered. “ He’s ez full er fight 


. 6 e- hell hi te Latte af Be 8S , tt ae oyerne ST ee 
7 © wie Fo .W . oy at ge oly ls 
£ RMON aaa ore RRS at 
eS. go LM ep kere = oa ae 
Wow! Gael wee at os boat 7, ; 
: 


North-West country, for thus death was surely their. 


, portion. as ever.’ 


This solacing word was passed about the gang 


i 
ct 
h 
; 
r 


Paid toy eiauatis meant, equally, sure death. 

No wonder the fight was well out of Bad Harry. 

a 1% Why not make one more try for gelt?” nae Nail- 
ooth. — 


~ By. ‘thunder, but Yd like ter, but ’tain’t no use. 


iy The Spectral Riders are a- lookin’ arter the gold. We 


: 


can’t git it ever.” 
ee thought of- Long Dan Tekan swinging at the 


4 ‘end of a rope, dead, above the buried treasure made. 


Bad Harry shudder as he spoke. 
“What we do den? ” queried Bags ten 
“T dunno.” | iS 
Wot gang say?” i 
Be? PAD Ati) aes ae as 
>) “What you say to cane? rm 
Bi ey dunno.” HK 
a 3) Can’t make plan?” oe 
SN ie to aes 
a2 Naw! oe oy BDA 


quickly. 

“When Harry is a fitin’,’ 
ain’t no call fer us to do nawthin’. 
over to a good-thing. See?” | 

This was the general sentiment of all the other mem- | 
bers of the bandit crowd. 

But while Bad Harry heard the words plainly where 
he stood, at the same time his heart sank within him, — 
“My band was fifty strong, ten days ago,” he 
thought. ‘I can only muster ten men now. Death 
and desertion is fast dwindling my ranks.. Soon, there 
will be nothing but a memory in the great North- 
West of Bad Har ry Hutton’s gang of good gun-men— 
and I suppose I'll get planted soon; that thar Spectral. 

Rider will git me next.” 

Nail-Tooth, the Chipewyan Indian, however, had 

not been idle while Bad Harry was trying to screw 


* one man spoke up, “ thar 
He’ll pull the gang 


‘up his courage enough to continue the fight to regain 


the needed gold. : 














He had seen “to it that a committee of three men- ‘Took out, Nail-Tooth,” | ‘cated Whiskey Bhe 4 
bers of the renegade band drew near: at this juncture. “ The demon rider: is behind you! < : irl, ‘ Tras 
to once: more. hold. a conversation as to ways and All saw the Indian stop, look back, whirl a out, a nd 

“means with Bad Harry. ' try to raise his rifle to his shoulder. to sight for a ‘hot, 

A big, sandy-bearded desperado led the gang of men, | at’ the: horrible figure that ae charging upon the m, 
who now ventured to draw near. Took,’ cried Bad Harryy, The Aan Rider h Pa 

* Welly W. hiskey Blye, what do you and yer side- got. Nail. Tooth.” SoMa Oe gta fy 
pardners want?” snarled Bad Harry as the trio ap- Bad Harry spoke correctly. » yt 
proached, a Ae y Fe The clustered band, with aia dina ‘in i Syhich tere 

Whiskey Blye stammered a bit, but ‘managed to rible fear and dreadful curiosity were mingled saw ‘oe 
blurt out that he, and his companions wanted gold, ~ Spectral Rider swing’ to the side’ of the eer 


where the stuff is hid.” and Nail- Tooth wildly} threw his hands i in ge air, and 


‘undoubted ability to travel almost unseen, seemed to 3 | +e 


broke, and Hear tet starvation. The raid was er loss “My! that was awful,” added Fast. yd can hardly 
fer us in men, in every ting—say, I wisht we hadn’t see now.” -. Baty 
er touched on to it,” SU aN a RD eyes are getting accustom’ tet: de ight, but 
Every man present heartily agreed with the speaker. Gee whiz, dey aches, i, ‘replied. Old Splint. 
“Wot’s de use 0’ a kickin’ et fate,” cried another “Was there not a tremendous s explosion ‘when the 
bandit. “ We jest didn’t. win out on this game—see? ‘Aanibs struck us?’ } (lamers ht aaa 
_ Better luck’s a-comin’.” | “ Voubety Che airth socked, 614i.) tae sa, 
Nail-Tooth by this time’ was ready. ss | * But did the flame strike. RESP ery Wy a es ae 
He straightened up, threw his rifle over his shoulder, tah ROR ots OA ah? Gelder amet 
gave his belt a hitch, and then as he walked softly ““T don’t think it did. Armies ig Seats ee aad RD : Pl) 
away on his moccasined feet, the bandits crowded out =“ Why?” iv ce Hetil Seah eae) 
infront of the Dirty Spoon to watch him as he walked“ Because if it had it ule Haye buena us. ik 


seen to come speeding, the tremendous white stallion. me over, all right.” 


Uo as relentless fate itself. is Ea hee “Why: not?” ‘ ‘ 
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* Well, so do I,” sneered Bad Harry, “but perhaps Indian, a A 4 
yer kin. teli me how the blankety-blank I kin git to The Rider’s Hotere bean Nail- Tooth’s i e 7 AONE 
it? ; It wrenched it from the Indian’s grasp. 

‘“ Whar is de stuff; we fellers in de gang don’t know. The ghostly figure was seen to check es hoes in- 
It’s only ye men, higher up, thet seems. ter know © its Stride. and, Hee there was a flash, a sharp. report, 


As. 
































Bad larry quickly blurted out the hiding place of sank to the ground, eee Bia Mle CO a ata a 
the mone 3 | if 
Fear Acta on every face. > | The Seastled) amazed gang of. baie eal this 
“Wot wos ye thinkin’ of ter cache the DA in the single word, come floating hack to them, before even | 
haunted glen?” Whiskey Blye finally managed. to the report of the weapon which had killed the Indian ; 
articulate. seemed to have died away and even before the tiny — 
eo asn't thet the safest place fer 42? yelled Bad spray of smoke from the rifle had disappeared into 
Harry. ““Meen Long. Dan cached the money within the air. 
two hours after. the raid on. the paymaster's camp... It “Who next?” yelled Bad Harry, with a soe like 
wos whar not a single feller cud find it—perfectly safer that of a maniac. “ Who next? Who. ney His 
in case them Mounted Police got fo us on SUSPICION ; eno ‘ | VERTU Rea 
but [| didn’ t think this’ heat demon o’ a Spectral Rider | a Waa 
wos goin’ to git to guardin’ the stuff, er I’d not’ dug 
no hole in that thar: elen.” Cet Dian Cale aie RR fe 4 
The bandits then held a meeting at wtvich all of the | | TER on Tn ae, NRE Dak Ai en 
gang remaining were present, to talk Over matters, _ } | PRAYER Re es eK ey 
After much debate it was decided that Nail-Tooth, DR aici tbe abe iy 
was the best man left among the renegades to make a Cay Se Fon ae 
trial for the money. Mi | Tria te abcireet Me 
His wood-craft, knowledge of the country, me his CHAPTER | TING ak es 
pick him out from his fellows-as the most available IN THE REALM OFDEATH.) 
member of the band to make a new a eeG a the " Peg a Rea | 


treasure. ' | if RoR UNA a 
Nail-Tooth made no comment ae he was told OB Sk LOTT SOME SRE Sh tk aa vies soe ar aaa 2 
the perilous job he had been selected to accomplish, Awe ener Weare 100 5; es patter Pb 

He looked over his weapons carefully as an Indian “Tt seems as if a hot iron had seared | my eyes,” fat 
warrior should, while the remainder of the desperadoes “Mine are a burnin’ like balls o’ fire.” yay 
crowded about him, and gave him much good ad- Such exclamations burst from the lips of Wilson 
vice. East and Old Splint, when they. came to themselves, — 


“Thar’s one thing ter remember, Nail-Tooth,” said after being literally knocked down by a blinding sheet | 
Whiskey Blye, “ Ef yer don’t git to the gold yer gang of flame that sprang from the mound underneath which 
is a dead gang. This is a last. cast fer us. We er all was buried the treasure in the dread glen of mystery... 


with stealthy steps down the trail:toward Bald Moun- It was a white flame vee know, oe it. “was tipped — 
tain, and the glen of mystery. US meh, Sedat ‘ ata th 2 
At the turn Par the trail, down upon the lading: was 2) ob eaR’t: SOY. Awot. it was ped wit, bat it tipped | 


| 1 ®) gh teed S mV 


His ghostly rider was upon his back, seated as grim, IO at dihaa thie he tii mea ay ee eine AP , a 
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2 Because it” was. not ae flame that ‘Knocked. us 
. x ciao ; 
By te What did fences us ewan) ise 
“Concussion from the explosion.” 
“ Sounds good—but I don’t twig.” 


(Ne ‘The explosion was. s independent from the flame, i 


rk . 7 ay : eee eae La Ph es ; i : 
SEO? ie LR deo RAR ak ; ‘i we 9 


| ay 
No, ‘oh’ shout a it ; just/a fact? - ; 


 € You are telling the story, and seem to be the ex- 


pert engaged to give the evidynce—let ’ er git.” 

4 

eed will, The flame was: first; the. explosion came 
~ last’? | 


Heme or, con- con-what. did ye call eee ats 
“ Concussion.” ee 


eT knew. theré was a cuss auouk ae some “what! 


_ probably: it was the cuss that made the flame, and hit 
up the con-con-oh, you know what he made. v 
bi » “Te made some noise, ‘ab a whe’: had’ anything to do 
arr the matter.) 5) ; 
_“ Might have beer a ‘ she’? ie 
“Might CREE See eae te 
“Do you think it pass of 
“Was what?” | 
KOM, sh epithet 
“How do I know? ia 
| vl dunno,” 


“ Of course you dn? t: neither do I. All we know ig 
there was a dreadful ‘explosion, a terrible burst of 


- flame, and we were bowled over like nine pins.” 


Old Splint drew nearer and laid his hand on Bast’ ’S 


coat-sleeve. 
“ Say,” he muttered, “ eye n’t a ghost, did that, eh?” 
East looked over. his shoulder before replying. | 
“ There’s no such things as ghosts.” 
| But he spoke these words. with dry lips and with 
_ «many timid glances about him. 
“How about the Spectral Rider?” 
bey Splint’: whispered this sentence in the ears of East. 
. “TT know—I can’t explain that.” 
“How about the big: white tallion i 
Ol Skinny cant explain that.” ! 
“How about the sound of hurrying hosses; 
“bide flames , the—say: man, you bet they is ¢hosts.” 
All East. could do was shake his head. His faith in 
his own. statements. seemed to be so shifting, that 


the 


> Splint. saw in a second that East was trying to bolster 


up his courage ‘by yehement denials, 
“Ghosts, them thet knows sez, do. exist,” cried 
ie “ft seen thet thar Spectral Rider, and ef he 
ain’ a ‘ghost, what is he?” 
-/ , Even East: admitted that this line of argument was 
i. - unanswerable, Nat a 
US Pern tareds explain. all this wondrous. mystery,” We 
‘lear ted don’t know what has caused all the terrible 
aaa we have ‘witnessed. I know, however, 


Res ne ee 
> — = 


<> 
— 


| buried: the money stolen from Tom Bristow, and you 
and I’s going to. try. for that cash if all the ghosts from 


the other world stand around. ne to prevent me.” | 


i suppose vem: at that.” 
what? te kat 


“Ve would if death was hl sure reward, an’ ‘not ‘the | 


‘I 2 
oe a 2» 


gold?” Aiton uh 
hes “You've fect ‘som 
have = tant Here) 


sand.” "Ge " / 


€.s ¥, 


sa ter gh in’ ey 


ie Wot do we care. It. iokhied us over, wheter ’ "twas 


They’s 


_ that: underneath ‘the grinning skull placed above the 
treasure, taken i in the. ‘raid on the paymaster’s camp, was 


Hi Beat Ranueiesl I ain’t going to let my good 
friend Tom Bristow be set down for a thief, if 1 can 


| “help a 


* 


* Neither am I.” 
“Then all you have to do is to et busy with me 


and we will soon dig up that treasure and prove that | 


Tom Bristow knew nothing of the burying of the gold 
betore he disappeared. a 

‘How are you goin’ to prove that?” 

“T ain’t pe to say yet, but something’s bound 
to turn up.’ 


* Wot dev ye think’! turn up?” 

. Dunno. But it looks to me as if when Bad Harry 
buried that plunder—it’s more than half a million dol- 
lars in gold, you know—he must have buried it in some 
kind of a cask or barrel or chest or in something that 
belonged to him.” 


“Wot o’ thet?” 

“ Why, Splint, if he did, don’t you see, that ifs we can 
return the money in something belonging to- Harry 
Hutton or to the bandit leader’s gang itself, well. 
show who raided the camp?” 

‘Wot does dat prove?”’ 

* The entire innocence of Tom Bristow in any com- 
plicity in a plot to rob the money chest he was bound 
to protect.” 


TOs ratse: 

“Why do you say that ? ‘i 

“You make me sick.” | 

Bay AR Ne 28 

“You don’t have ter prove nawthing.” 

“Why notre. 

‘Ain't them wounds thet Tom Bristow got in de- 

fence of thet thar gold enough proof thet he didn’t 

| « dd Yyoutd 19} Jojd Aue ul puey ou sary 

ve eg tad is, but not to the world. The world 
smirches always—if it can.” 

“ Let ’er smirch.” 

“That’s all right but you don’t want it to smirch 
an absent man, whore we know wandered away while 
in wild delirium from his many wounds,” 

“Of course not.” 

‘And therefore, if we dig up that gold and find it 
buried in a box or in a valise, in anything in fact, which 
we can trace back to Bad Harry or his gang we can 
convict Bad Harry and the rest of his gang whom the 
Spectral Rider has left alive and prove that Tom Bris- 
tow could have had nothing to do with the robbery.” 

“lam wit yer—btt the Spectral Rider is doin’ a lot 
to git rid o’ the fellers we want ter convict.. Ef we 
don’t convict quick we won't hev no one to convict. 
all will be deader then smelts.” 


“ But conviction or not we will have the satis- 
faction of redeeming the reputation of Tom Bristow.” 

Old Splint could not see that any redemption was 
necessary and he boldly said so. 7 


“But Tb git inter thet game, jest th’ cane he 


said, “I'll dig plump through inter China but Pll git 
thet treasure back. Come on.” 
Suiting the action to the word, Old Splint led the 
way, ‘Then he stopped as if shot. 
‘“Whar’s a spade?’ he asked. 
“Oh, I thought of that.” 
“Ef ye did why didn’t yer Bie one,’ 
“ Didn't have to bring one.’ | 
* “Why not? r 


snarled Splint. 


















~~ mound.” 


Fe ae ee a ee 
oe . 


spade.” 


i ter be feared of, : 
. -en had a gtin in ther’ fists, then ‘ud be the time ter git 
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“There’s one lying there beside 

“ What?” 

“ Sutten, as you say.” 

“T don’t twig.” 

“Hasn't there been several attempts lately to get 
the treasure?” 

Wess 

“Two men got as aie as the gtave? i 

" No, only one man gits thet fur.” 

“You're right—it was only one man who got there.” 


ae 


“One man got ter the mound underneath which is 


buried the treasure, all right.” 


" Yes. It was Long Dan Recniea 

“And he’s thar yit.” 

‘ Hanging by his neck. And quite dead, you : see.’ 

“ Beauit’ ful’y dead, an’ | wisht his gang wos an 
side er him.” 


“All right for that. But you Bow as rit as I do, 
that Long Dan didn’t go into that home of the Riders 
of the Spectral Hunt without knowing, what he was 
after, do you?” 

“Sure thing. He was arter the gold.” 

“ How was he going to get the gold?” - 

© Digs ter it.” 

“What with?” 

“Oh, sure, he’ d need a spade. He'd take a ‘ae aael up 


ter th’ elen, an’ your play. is, thet seein’ Long Dan is: 


detained thar, so as to speak, he’l] hev left his spade 
behind——”’ 


* And we will use -it seeing as he hasn’t much use 
for it | 


ce 





ree he kin do.” 


“Then all we have to do is to start and go lone | 


ahead until bate get to that treasure.” 


“ Come on.’ 

‘Then it’s a ee race to the spot.” 

The two men darted forward.» 

Soon they had reached the glen of death and’ mys- 
tery. 

The form of tall, huge Long Dan Jessup, was seen 
swinging in the air, a bloated festering corpse, whose 
black face, staring eyes, face distorted in: the death 
agony, mutely told of his horrible death. 


“Gosh!” 


Old Splint muttered these words as his hand swept 
to his eyes to keep out the dreadful sight. 


“ He died hard, . whispered East, as he drew near 
to Splint, for the ‘wind was, making Suet noises in 
the darkening depths of the glen. 


“Thar’s the grinnin’ skull, behind Long Dan,” ejac- 
ulated Splint as he pointed a trembling finger. at the 
object, which seemed to be covered now by a pale, 
shifting light. 


“ And see, just as I ati right, under the skull is the 
mound beneath which the bandits have cached the 
loot stolen from Bristow.” 
~“ By Gosh, ‘yer right. 


heey 


We didn’t need to bring no 


In three steps East grasped the spade. 
This broke the spell. 
“ Arter all,” cried Splint, ‘ a dead Bennie ain’t half 


Ef either o’ these fellers wos alive 
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the treasure scart. 


also. 


‘plunged forward upon the gold they had so dearly 


‘Cept to bury his self, witch I ain't sure at this 


ut Who did. ites Fae Cy GER GS inie iera: O8 


But say, they’ s on’y dead men, and T ain scart 
o’ no stiff, not yit.” t 
With stalwart arms that. con Hike noe abled ‘ 
East soon had quite a hole dug eon ie center of " 
the mound, ) 
When he was weary Splint took’ ie: cae and atten’ 
ten or fifteen minutes of hard meshes Splint ay a 
cry of delight. eta tay, Gates vi 
‘Me spade’s hit sumpin,”’ he cried. {iS eed a or 1 ig 
“What?” : oy 
‘“ T dunno.” Rice Toth site 
“ Feel about and see what you hae hit.” ee eet 
Splint followed the Re | Rt: | 
“It’s a big box.” (iy Bait ene eae 
“ Are you sure? Pm “a ALES Oa 
(Ves, 9 at ‘ . i 
Splint dug hard for a few moments. ; 
Sure enough. There could~be seen an end of he 4 
box sticking “out. ve! ie 
East jumped into the hole. a 
His eyes were blazing with excitement. — 
He grasped the end of the box and gave a long pull. | 
Splint dropped his spade and took hold of the box | 


“, 


Both men with heads close together hivicas tnd: 
wrenched with all the power each muscular frame held. © 
Then upon each head a terrible force descended, 

Whack! Crash! 
Splint and East curled up like two dry Hits a forest 
leaves and without a murmur of pain, the two men 


gained, insensible clods of flesh and blood. - 
A dark form jumped: into the trench upon them, 
with a horrible yell of angry glee. | 


- 


CHAPTER XIII. 


IN THE HANDS OF THE BANDITS. 


Splint was the first to recover his wits. 

“Where am I?” he thought. ; 

The scene before he was stricken then came sake 
to his mind. He tried to move. But he could not. He. 
saw that he was firmly bound i in a. manner that made 
it almost impossible for him to move. 

‘Splint managed to turn his head, He saw y that Bast 
also was bound hand and foot. 

_ East groaned and opened his eyes. 

“What happened? ”’ whispered Fast i in an n unsteady 
voice. | 

“I don’t know rightly. Some how et seemed ter me — 
dat th’ sky fell.” | 

“Tf it did it hit me. How my head aches.” 

“ But I never hearn tell thet the sky cud te up a fel- 
ler like this away,” added Splint. my 

aS looked down at his bound hands and feet as he 
spoke. Ras Be 


Pe I’m tied ‘up pretty well myself, a answered. East. 
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The speaker who’ ea yest listening to the two 
‘men then whirled into view. 
_ “ By hokey,” groaned Splint. “ Bad Harry Hutton,” 
Ph The same,” said Bad Harry, as he sat down on the 


P edge of the mound. 


“We are prisbiters ” eried East. 
“You are, very good prisoners ter me, see?” replied 
the bandit, with a villainous smile. | 

Splint and East knew that they were now - facing 
death: They were in the hands of the bandits. —- 


“<Tried ter git me gold, eh?”’ cried Bad Harry, as his | 


face flushed with anger. “ Tryin’ ter do me dirt.’ 
“It's not your gold,” answered East. 


| “Whose the blank 3 is it if it ain’t mine?”’ shouted Bad 
eit ok 


a You siete it.” 


East turned his head as he spoke and shot a glance 
of hatred at the bandit leader. 

“Wot o’ dat? Et I stole it, 
Sata 

f No more. than any plunder belongs to the thief 
that took it from its rightful owner.” 

“ Aw, shet up. Wot’s ‘ rightful owners’ got ter do 

wit life out here, whar ownership goes wid de man, 
who drawed the quickest gun,” howled Bad Harry. 
_ “Tt’s got a lot of right, even out here,” 
joined East. “ You re going in wrong, Bad Harry, and 
I warn you to loosen our bonds and skip quick, for if 
you don’t you will be arrested for the crime of rob- 
bing Tom Bristow, the young paymaster.” 


“ Arrest me fer—oh say, yer makes me see red. Ef 
_yer says thet agin’ I'll hang ye’ along side 0’ Long Dan 
Jessup, up thar, above our heads. Yer ain’t got me 
in jail yet.” There was a blaze of anger in the eyes of 
Bad Harry. East saw it and shuddered. 

“Bad Harry, yeas are a fool. Ms De Ma Pak ae Ne a Oe 

SYVOER OE We ch Dea tok eas 


The bandit's eyes were now ablaze with anger. 
“I say you're a fool, * continued East. 
cc Why ?: > 


_ Bad Harry's hand oo playing with his resiven 

“Oh, stop bluffing,” cried East. “ You know what I 
mean, Of course you can kill me ot Old Splint here 
if you want to. I suppose rou hit us over the head, 
didn’t YOURE? bie 4 | 

The renegade laughed seetitiys 

“ Say you fellers was blumb funny,” he said. “Ye 
was so dead in airnest in tryin’ to rob me of me gold, 
_ thet yer didn’t watch out a bit fer yerselves. I creeps 
Yer were both close together a pull- 
ing like a Chinaman at that thar box. I jist clubs me 
rifle and. gin it to ye together, right on yer heads. Say, 
I tought sure I’d split yer dirty skulls, ye varmits.” 

“ Even if yot. had, don’t you see where you would 
land? x quietly: ees Be 


it’s mine, now ain’t 
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The bandit was now almost frothing at the mouth 


with rage, 


But East paid n no attention to his anger. 
He continued talking along as if he had not noticed 
the tempest of rage in the renegade’ s heart. 


ty You can figure out what I am going to say your- 
self,” went on East. “I know you can kill us both 
if you wish, but don’t you see that I am pretty well 
known in the North West?”’ 

“ Wots thet got ter do with me?” 

“Only this—if 1 am murdered there’s millions of 
money behind the men who own Dacotah No. 6, and |. 
they are the kind of men that will spend. it all if nec- 
essary to avenge me.” 


~“ Oh,” cried Bad Harry. 

“'There’s something over fifty thousand dollars in 
that chest there—now what is fifty thousand when it 
is opposed to millions? ” } 

“1 don’t understand yer. i 

Bad Harry was plainly puzzled. 

“T’ll explain,” continued East. “ How long will your 
share of the loot last you in running away from 
the mén my side can hire with their millions? ” 

Bad Harry’s face was somber and meditative. 

* You may get away for a month, fot a year, for 


‘five years but you can’t get away forever, and you can’t 


get away at all when your cash is gone; and your 
calmly re- 


cach will go like a dream, while our side have cash 
enough to go on forever.” 


“ Wot'll happen then?” asked Bad Harry who like 
most bandits was utterly without a sense of perspec- 
tive. He had no faeulty of looking forward to the con- 
sequences of any of his crimes. 


“I see wot yer means. Yer means ter hint ter me 
thet if I kills yer thet yer people will git me ef it takes 
years ter do it?” Bad Harry finally remarked. 

‘That's just what I mean,’ 

“ And thar’s some pretty handy gents wid guns, will 
stand out ter git ye in memory oO’ me,” said Old Splint. 

“Well, gents, I’m goin’ ter take a chanst,” cried Bad | 
Harry. “I’m goimg ter hang yer, pretty blank sudden 


ter the limb thar, where me pardner, Long Dan, is 


a swinging.” 

There was no question that Bad Harry meant what 
he said. : 

Old Splint turned his head coward East. 

“Tt’s us fer the cold, cold grave,’ ’ he said in a loud, 
whispering tone. _ : 
“Looks that way to me,’ 
can die but once after all. »» | 

“ A man can live but oncet,” added Splint, “ which. 
doesn’t mean, sport, thet P’m a hankering after this 
mortal coil to.be wound up.” 

“Tt’s hard to. die. There is much that I ought t do 
before going.” 

*« Thet’s wot they all say,’ * put in Bad Harry. “Well, 
ver a goin’ ter die with yer boots on at dat.” 

Old Splint was seen to be laughing merrily. | 

“Wot yer laughin’ at?” growled Bad Harry, sus- 
piciously. 

In answer Splint held up his two stockinged feet; 


* cried East. “ Well, a man 


- he had covertly removed his boots. 


“Hang away, ye blanked bandit,’ howled Old — ‘ 
Splint. “ Yer ain’t got no bad man ter kill wit his boot . 
on. Yer killing a real gent wit his boots off. < 
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Bad Harry made no reply. ae 

: Instead he whistled shrilly. : 

AS Several men of his gang jumped down into the hole 
ahs the two gold-seekers ‘had made. 


ae ' Hang them :fellers,” Bad Harry cried without 
Boe Lar her remarks, 

iy 

Jah With joyful shouts the renegades pounced upon Fast 


> and. Splint. | 
ne “The hour is about to strike for us,” cried East. 

“ We ate both dead mén,” muttered Splint, as he felt 
| a rope encircle his neck where it was pinged by one 
». of the, bandits. | 


a “ Come on,” shouted Bad Harry. “I will soon have 
; my revenge for the hanging of Long Dan thar, when 
\ have seen you two hoboes a dancin’ on a rope along 
Bi side o' my pardner that was.’ 
Ri Three of the bandits threw the rope end oyer the tree 
_ and pulled it,so that East was soon standing with a 
taut rope about his neck directly under the sadly sway- 
ing corpse of Long. Dan. 
.. Others of the bandits had performed ‘the same duty 
for poor Splint, who was now placed underneath the 
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at him in mocking delight. 


.» East closed his eyes. He expected to be swung the 
next moment into eternity.: 


‘ Splint closed his eyes also. 
te eT prayer. 


‘Jerk em into hell,” roared: Bad Harry to ae heat: 


lowers. ti 


CHAPTER XIV. 


a) / A RACE WITH DEATH. 


The roaring words’ of Bad ee Hutton had. not 
died away, and just as the bandit gang were swinging 
East and Splint into eternity, there came from the 
sky, apparently, another dreadful roar. 


With the sound East and Splint were thrown vio- 
lently to the ground. 


. Around them they heard dimly groans, shrieks of 
agony; a hurly-burly of pain. 


As in,a dream East saw men’s bodies aettide 
through the air, to come down in dismembered heaps. 
vais Three bandits lay still near him, with gaping wounds 
in their heads, One man. ran around whimpering in 
_. agony grasping one of his arms, which had pore cut 
off, just how East could not imagine. 
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\ ‘some terrible picture of wat. 

Other men were trying to craw! feebly away, and ah, 

what was that? 

| A tall, white figure loomed over all at a very 

mouth of the infernal crater, — 

Something in his hand was spitting fire, with a ter- 
rible roaring sound. 

ae ith each Le idsion a bandit seemed to die, 
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almost to atoms by some one, whom, neces East. or a 


| Harry are fighting a duel.” 


his heart, Bad Harry’s 


: skull of the dead traitor bravo, which seemed to grin: 


He muttered an unac- 


-words, uttered by the supposed wraith. 


off, so help me Don Bob,” 


happy as the three reunited friends. 9. 


He only knew that he felt as if he was gazing Bat 


it was with no clear idea as to. 
do. 


with Bad H arry’s gang and tet Aes me, to pare oe 
alone to es it art over.” Pu hie 
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‘Then East came to himsell. BU Nell ene barat 
“Dynamite!” he ‘sereamed. SPA: 
“Some one has blown. up aan entire holst el 
howled Splint, not\knowing how he had eacabed and — 
filled with wonder over the escape of Basgiy rue a be 


It was indeed true. ‘The bandits’ had been’ blow we 
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Splint could imagine. | ‘i 
Bad Harry Hutton, in some miraculous, manner had ‘* 
escaped almost uninjured. a 
oy 


But he was still the gun- -fighter, even with his fol- 
lowers lying dead in heaps about him. 7 

He stood half way up the excavation with his ree 
volver in his hand, which he was firing at the AaSFe 
in white that towered above him. 


aan aes Spectral Rider!” cried’ Splint, is ook, he and 


East gazed in shuddering wonder. 
But in his anxiety, in the “terrible fear that beat upon 
aitn was wild. 

He only had time for two shots, then there came a 
sharp report from the Spectre; Bad Harry clutched 
wildly at the air. He fell backward dead. 3 

“ FIVE-AND:- THE GANG. TOGETHER.” 

These were the words that fell upon the ears of 
East and Splint from ig lips. of the creed figure: i in 
white. 


The two frightened men could see he behind the 
Spectre. the beautiful white stallion. 

“ Let’s run,” cried Splint. 
“Let's,” breathed East. ’ 

With tottering steps the two men started to get 
away from the dreaded shape. 

But a weil known voice hailed them. 

“ Here you chaps, what’s your hurry?” 
The jaws. of East and Splint fell as they heard the 


¥ 


The figure had thrown back its tends white cowl. 

RTS Tom Bristow, the Paymaster ! * said Splint. ° 
“ East, ain’t ye gota hooker in your kit? I’m going. 
to faint.” 


“Faint and be—well, you bene but let me s get my 
flippers ‘on that chap Bristow, I'll shake his hand 
answered East, who. hurried 
forward, hardly in his right mind. 

“Yes, it, was Tom Bristow, in the flesh, hardy as of 
yore, grinning’ with pride at his dreadful work. He 
wrung the arms of East first, and then those of Splint. 
He grasped their hands with a hand seemingly made 
of steel cords, and Brconp ie Uh and ane cried at his 
Success. ! | eM gare ary : s 


The une stallion. Stood near "seemingly to be. as 


4 


SS By vall that’s wonderful tell tis: about it all, 4 
length cried East. | 


“'There’s not much to tell, _ rented Bristow, “as you 
see I’m the Spectral Rider.”’ 

“You look ‘the ial of | a loomint ghost, all right,” , 
shay Splint, 


“T've been abide it for some tiene! cn oh ape chad. 
Bristow, “ When I disappeared from our. hut, ‘Splint, | 
what I was going to — 
1 knew that there would be man: people that 
would feel that 1 had, maybe, a the tobbery — 
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i aa! you felt about i it all just the way I aid: Ms 
_ joined: East: Beare 
pe went away,” : went on ‘Bristow, to try and plan 
out. a campaign to get Peck the gold and to get Bad 
) Harry, and: his gang.” 
re “Wall, ye got‘em,’ ao ab ls in “Splint. . fame tike ‘a 
god start yar abouts fer a fust class grave yard.” 
The dead seemed to grin in abpreaation of this 
~ grewsome ghostly joke. 
‘ Lica Weeden ces flatter myself I have Bhicleiadh es aided 
- Bristow. : 
KS Where did you bet that white stallion?” asked 
Wet 
. on hoofed it over the mountains to a camp of In- 
_dians; whom I happened to know had as its prized 
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possession this fine animal. I bought the-horse, paying. 
for it out of gold I had saved from my salary, which — 


a carried about my person in a secret pocket. Then I 
o thought out this idea of taking part in that fearsome 
old tradition’ about the Spectral Riders.” 

me But the sound of galloping horses?” asked Splint. 

“Took here,” rejoined Bristow as he ran to his 

horse and took a a queer AOE machine from its 
. back. * * Listen!” 


‘He whirled the strange thing about his- head. 


From it issued an exact imitation of hurrying horses © 


, whose beating hoofs seemed to be flying through 
~ the air above “the heads of the wondering friends of 
- Bristow. .* 


t Wtiealt hati perfect imitation of the Spectral Ri- 
- der’s terrible progress?” asked Bristow. 


* Did you make that?” questioned East. 


“No, It’s an ingenious contrivance of a set of reeds, 
Ba ia bellows and when I. added a few of my choice as- 
- sortments of oaths, yelled a bit in my deepest voice, 
0 a has all the sound of the Spectral Hunt when out in 
the air, as the tradition makes people think is so,” an- 
_ swered Bristow. 
Hl Whar did ye git that infarnal machine?” queried 

Splint. | 
“Tt was A sei: an Indiah who owned the white 
» stallion’ or rather had an interest in it. He fixed up this 
machine as he said to “heap scare white man, damp- 

, hools,’ th bought it of him, then I got some other dope, 

such as this white sheet.” 

“But the: thunder?” asked East. 

‘ma th that dreadful noise when any one came up here 
in this glen?” 
| “Oh, that was. Sathing but a large sheet of sheet- 
: - iron, and mee thundering big drum sticks. You wait 
i “here.” iN 

\ Bretow disappeared in the glen. 


m wy 


- flashes of flickering light began to shoot up from the 
2 tk spaces in the glen. | 
‘ “How did ye git them flashes?” cried Splint. 
_. “That’s lycopodium ; it’s the club-moss that grows 

tight in this glen. F ee Jot of it, ground it to a 

_ feathery substance, mixed it with common gun-pow- 
ioe der and all I had to do was to touch a match to it, 
ys a and there was your lightning. ha 

“Say, y u ought to be a theater stage manager,” 

i grated Pact. va You had us all locoed by your game.” 
ah Ley laughed. 


Ng 


‘salt, 
i Ma got the effect all right,” put in East, with a, 


'. “But how about them shootin’ 


“How did you. 


~ Soon there came the terrible roar of aPieac Then : 


murder arid rob me. 
they did rob me. sy 
fight such a bandit gang was to fight them with their _ 
own weapons and pick them off one by one until the. aA 
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y But thet thar cpbieal lights thet ye scart Bad’ 
Harry’s gang wit—how did ye work that game, see?” 


‘Oh, that was phosphorous. <A bit of it mixed with 
gave the Spectral effect I was after.” 


wry. smile. 


stars, Brey long: 
trails of fire dat ye showed off wen ye visited Bad 
Harry’s gang?” 


“ That was simply a fuse of gun- -powder. wet and , 


mixed with salt- -peter which I just touched off with a 


bit of punk I carried in my hand all lighted. So when 
I dashed away on the white stallion, with all my 
spooky regalia on, I guess I did have quite a ghostly 


appearance.” 


“Yer a wonder,” 


“Do you see many ghosts?” asked East. 

“I seen this one and he had me scart, sure pop,’ re- 
plied Splint. “ Yet how did them marks git on the 
throat of dat bandit, Fat Ted?” 

“Those came from my lasso. 
passed. He was dead in a second.” 

When Bristow stopped speaking Sent solemnly 
held out his hand to him. 

“Shake!” he said. © 

Tom Bristow shook. 

“Yer too cute fer these diggins’” went on Splint. 
“Ef ye ‘wanted ter do it, I tink ye cud turn them 
gold coins inter red-hot frankfurters, right from old 


3? 


‘Coney Island. Yer too sharp fer them bandits, and 


I fear yer f00 sharp fer poor old Splint.” 


“Any way,’ mildly remarked East, ‘ 
ken up this gang of bad-men, something fierce. 
any escape?” $ 

“Three or four I fancy,” briskly answered Bristow. 
“1 knew that sooner or later the bandits would make 


a desperate rally | for the gold and I shaped my steps . 
accordingly.” | 


“Es how?” asked Splint. 


“Right under the shadow of Long Dan, whom I 


neatly lassoed and hanged before he knew ‘what had 
happened to him, 1 buried a dozen sticks of dynamite 
and attached a neat little set of wires to the dynamite, 
which run to an electric battery.” 


“1 see,” answered East. 


“ There. was never a moment after I reached the. 


glen and had marked. out my plan of campaign that I 


had not full possession of the gold. I could have dug q 
up the gold unaided and carried it away, any time, 


but that did not appeal to me. I wanted more than the 
gold; | wanted the gang and the gold also.” 


“Ver got yer wisht,” growled Splint. 
“Vou bet he did,” ventured East. 
“1 had suffered too much from that gang af mur- 


derous thugs to be squeemish as to the way I got my 


revenge,” continued Bristow. “They had tried to 
They all but murdered me and 


So I figured that the only way to 


time came to get them all at once.’ 
“You got your wish, eh?” slyly remarked East. 


ve he not? There was Berane Veo in killing ae 


remarked Splint with conviction, 
“You are de best ghost I ever seen.” oN 


I roped Hin as he 


‘you have bro- » 
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that gang the way I did. It was the way they would from which the bos that had contained the ah alis gold 
have murdered me if I hadn’t got to it first. But for was taken.. ‘ : 

the purpose of giving them all fair play, I just made “What are you doing?” asked East. “ Are you try- 


. up my mind I’d warn them to quit the country.” ing to find who owned that box in which the stolen | 
I “That was why you sent the bandits notice to mosey gold was carried? I can tell you. Bad Harry on Bone 
out of the North West?” remarked East. name ison the box.” 
: | eee “ Thet isn’t wot I’m after,” Usa suntiouele said Splint, 
; ‘ T’was a case 0’ git or git nlahied: eh?” said Splint. “What are you after?” said Bristow. | 
, pants the bandits wouldn’t or couldn’t leave,” “T'm an old gold miner, boys,” West On epi “This 


var land hyar is summut like them places over Mon- 
tana way and about them Peace River placer ae 
mines.’ 


“ Oh, what of it?” asked East impatient to be gone. 
‘“Nawthin! On’y, my boy, them placers some times 
gin’ up a heap o’ pocket gold. I heern tell o’ fortunes 
being taken off a pocket in a few hours. Now ye 
wait here. I seen a gold pan down thar’ in thet gulch, 
about two hundred foot away. I’ll git it and we'll wash 


"So, I found out,” answered Bristow. “Well, my out a painful right in thet thar stream. We mount 
tale is now ne The bandit gang of Bad Harry Hut- grip, pay-dirt.” | : 


bon defo anore,.” Old. Splint hurried off down into the gulch bottom 
where an old gold pan had been thrown carelessly aside 
by some long vanished prospector. But the eagle eye 
of the old miner had seen it in his journey toward the 
hidden and stolen treasure. 


added East. 


“I took em one by one, as dramatically, and in keep- 
ing with my plan to make them think their fellows 
were dying from ghostly hands, in hopes that this 

would scare them off.” 


“Oh, ye can’t scare them bandits, ’cept by a killin’ of 
em. They ain afeared 0’ warnins’ to leave the cowun- 
try as long as they kin draw a gun,” said Splint. 


et “ And there is the gold they stole from you and you 
can not be suspected in any way of having been in 
i league with the robber gang,” triumphantly said East. 
‘ “Wot is we to do with the gold?” Splint questioned. 
“ Oh, that is all provided for,” gaily answered Bris- 
tow. “I have a tent back in the glen, where I have 
been camping out. I got it from my Indian friends.’ 
- The white stallion and I have been pretty lonely up_ 


While awaiting his return, Tom Bristow began idly 
turning over the dirt in the hole where the stolen gold 
had teeen buried. 


here but we have been very comfortable, thank you, His foot dug me magnificent nugget of pure vir- 
and we have won back the stolen gold, and so I will 5 prc Bold, which East pounced upon in ‘ breath. 
run to the tent and get some sacks I have had ready My ge ’ yelled East, “ That nugget is worth 4 
for a long time in which to put the gold. The horse p10,000 af its worth a cent.” 

a can Farey, a lot and I guess We Ten Ran tote the re- » Look there!” shouted Tom, “look underneath 

BN Ti a? where the nugget came from. Look at the great Be 

£: of weit nuggets. It's sold enough to make us rich | 


East and Splint sailewe Bristow eu ae into the for lif 
depths of the glen, where they found a fine army tent or life.’ 


\ erbinie dee nite) ea Tom fell’on his knees and grasped a double handful 


East gave a cry when he saw the tent. of shining gold. 


t “ Who are your Indian friends, Tom Bristow?” East Bo tae eae 


howled. “ Quick! Tell me none I can find them.” ie PP schulbaon as unaspeel apy ee ; 
ee iene sy We've struck a pocket of gold, he cried, “and 
y} | ef them bandits had dug one foot more wen they 
ie * Why, that ean there was stolen from me about buried that thar stolen gold they would hev_ struck 
_ three months ago.” » this yar pocket which would hey made em richer then 
Even Splint found it hard work to stop laniehine. as the gold they stole.” 
for Bristow he was weak with mirth for a week after. 
But East would not laugh. He said that he appre- 
ciated why Bristow refused all along to name his 
Indian friends. 


pee Bee I 
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‘Come on, boys,’’ cried East, “ I’m in on this pot, eh? 
There’s enough gold for all, Let’s hurry away. I'll 
send some of the boys to bury the bandits; but boys, | 


5 before we go be sure and get all the pocket gold. 
“I'd fill some red devil full of lead if 1 knew who That's ours. ~The Stolen gold goes back to the But- 
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\ _ pinched my tent,” East cried, terfield syndicate,” | 
: The three men soon had the gold packed and then “fz ef I’d leave one grain o’ our ‘ea Or theirs. a: 
all three straightened up and looked at each other. either,” said Old Splint with fine scorn. ‘at , 
' “What next?” asked East. ) han Mae 
Veo Old Splint meanwhile was poking about i in the ete } Ae 8 THE END. 43 ae ea 
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No. 2. The James Boys of Old Missouri. 


The. Only True Account Ever Published of the Most 
Desperate Bandits of All Time. 


This thrilling story of the Outlaw “Kings, who 
terrorized the Middle and Far West, is profusely 
illustrated. It is based on facts related’ by eye- 
witnesses of the awful- deeds. c 
rible revenge. t pulses with intense excitement. 
For the first time the real history of the assassina- 
tion of JESSE JAMES is set forth. ; 


~ Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 
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No. 6. The Younger Brothers. 


The startling and nigh incredible exploits of 
these four. brothers who terrorized a dozen States 
are written from the, account of their deeds given 
by Cole and Bob. Driven from their homes by 
the persecutions of the Federal troops during the 
Civil War, one after another of them enlisted under 
the “ Black Flag’”’ of the Guerrilla. Chieftain, 
Ouantrell, and finally joined the notorious James 
Boys as members of their gang. 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 


No. 8. Rube Burrow. 

Known in Alabama and throughout the adjacent 
States as the *‘ Prince of Train Robbers,’’ Rube 
Burrow held up’ the railroad flyers and looted the 
safes in the express cars for four years ere he 
was finally killed. Hundreds of detectives were 
sent out to capture him, but his arrest was actually 
accomplished by a huge negro. Even ‘after he was 
in jail, by a clever ruse, he made his captors 
prisoners. 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 
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No. 11. Jesse James’ Midnight Raid. 


This story describes the descent of the notorious 
outlaw and his men upon a “ boom” mining town 
of Nevada. As they are encamped in a canyon they 
are startled by a cry. An investigation leads to an 
encounter with several ferocious mountain lions and 
the finding of a woman’s corpse. Proceeding to the 
town, the bandits arrive just in time to prevent the 
lynching of the husband of the woman, who, it is 
learned, fled from her home with her baby to escape 
the advances of. the boss of the town, a gambler. 
Jesse decides to unmask the villain, and in doing so 
meets with a series of adventures that are thrilling, 
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ing a human bridge. 
Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 
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$20,000 Reward—Dead or Alive!!. 


| Read about it in the great book, “JESSE JAMES, 
. JESSEJAME MY FATHER,” written by his son, Jesse James, 
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wer 3 r., the only true account of the life of the famous 
ples ; oie Read how this bandit kept an army of de- 
‘| tectives, sheriffs and United States marshals scour- 
ing the country and was shot in the back by a 
traitorous pal. Read about the fatality attached to 
the name of Jesse James; how the officers of the law 
tried to visit the sins .of the father on the head of 
“| the son. Read about the persecution and the har- 
| rowing anguish of Jesse James’ family in the graphic 
+! words of his son and heir. Read these facts. Every- 
“+> body should know them. There is nothing to pervert 
"| the young, there is nothing to repel, the old. Look 
‘at the reproductions of the only pictures 9 Jesse 
James, his mother and his son in existence/ except 
those owned by his family. 


‘Price, by mail, postpaid, 25c per copy. 
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DVENTURE SERIES 


_ Stories of Adventure and the Far West ever Published. 
_ and Authentic History of the Lives and Exploits of America’s Famous Eandits. 


oo ALL PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED « 
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finally escaping from a snake-infested cave by mak- 
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The Most Thrilling, 
Exciting, Up-to-Date 
The Absolutely True 








‘No, 4. Harry Tracy. 
The Death Dealing Oregon Outlaw. 


The trail of blood left by this terrible. bandit from 
one side of the State to the other is set forth with 
all its graphic details-in this book. With the narra- 
tion of the gruesome crimes there is the story of 
the overwhelming love of this reckless desperado, a 
love which Inred him to his death, a death well 
fitting his wild, lawless life. More than fifty ilus- 
trations. : 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 


No. 7. Dalton Gang. 


These bandits of the Far. West were the 
desperate train robbers that ever lived. In 
book is given the first true history of the raids 
and robberies, including an account. of the most 
daring deed in the annals of crime, the robbing: of 
two banks at the same time, in broad daylight, and 
the outlaws’ battle with twenty armed men, as told 
by the United States Deputy Marshal. 
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Price. by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 
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No. 9. Jesse James’ Dash for Fortune. 


With a handful of men, the terrible desperado sets 
out to steal the gate-money at the fair in Kansas 
City. He and his pals have a series ot adventures, 
discovering the dead body of a young girl, running 
the murderef to earth at the danger of being cap- 
tured themselves by detcetives, finally arriving at 
the fair grounds where Jesse seizes the cash box 
from two men, escaping with more than $10,000 in 
booty. 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. 
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No. 12. Jesse James’ Greatest Haul. 


The awful threat of the “Red Death’ having 
been declared against some friends of the despera- 
does by a band of night riders, Jesse and his men 
set out to exterminate the gang. The pursuit of 
this purpose carries them on a raid into Kentucky, 
marked by a trail. of blood and arson and terrible 
deeds which culminate in the robbery of the bank 
in Russelville in broad daylight in the presence of 
scores of citizens and:a successful escape despite 
the unexpected arrival of a posse of detectives. 


Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c¢ per copy. 











Thé Man 7azcr 
COULDNOT TIANG 


The most marvelous and extraordinary i 
book. ever written, ‘THE MAN THEY is 
COULD NOT HANG.” Absolutely true, Pi 
The astounding history of John Lee. Three “se 
times placed upon the scaffold and the ° 
trap Spaitier Yet to-day he walks the 
streets a, free man!!! [lustrated) from 
photographs. Do not fail to read this, the 
most remarkable “book of the century. For 
sale everywhere, or sent, postpaid, upon 
receipt of 15 cents. 


Truth Stranger Than Fiction. 
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The ALeue Baolis are For Sale by All Booksellers and ‘Newsdealers or They will be sent 
Post Paid upon Receipt of Price by the Publishers 


2THUR WESTBROOK CO. ‘# 
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“OLD SLEUTH.” 


tions as those. of 


The ete of Old Sleuth, the Detective; or, The Great Philadelphia 
abystery, 

The Mystery 

Detective. r 

The eet of the Haunted House; or The Great Detective’s. Tragic 

‘ind. 

King of all Detectives; or Young Jack Sleuth on the Trail. 

sane Detective’s Last Shadow; A ‘Tale of Herculean Detective 

Adventure, ; 

The Silent Terror; A Narrative of Genuine Detective Strategy. 

The Veiled Beauty; or The Mystery of the California Heiress. 

The Mystery of the Spaniard’s' Vendetta; or A Great Detective’s 
Marvelous Strategy. 

The Great Bond Robbery; or Tracked by a Female Detective. 

Old Sleuth’s Greatest Case; or Caught by the King. of all. Detectives. 

The Bay Ridge Mystery; or Old Sleuth’s Winning Hand. 

Shadowed to his Doom; or Foiled by the Yankee Detective. 

Trapping the Counterfeiters; or The Lightning Detective on the Trail. 

Trailed by the Wall Street Detective; or Badger’s Midnight Quest. 

The Irish Detective’s| Greatest Case; or The Strategy of .O’Neil 
McDarragh. ' 

The Greatest Mystery of the Age; or Saved by the Gipsy Detective. 

Trapping the Moonshiners; or Strange Adventures of a Government 
Detective in the Tennessee Mountains. 

The mens Detective Among the Cowboys; or The Weird Narrative of 
a Lost Man. 

The Mystery of the Black Trunk; or Manfred’s Strange Quest. 

The Chicf of the Counterfeiters; or The Boy Detéctive’s' Greatest Hal. 

The Mystery of the Floating Head; or Caught by the King of the 
Detectives. ‘ ! 


of the Missing Millions; or Tracked by a Great 


The 
The 


The Beautiful Criminal; or The New York Detective’s Strangest Case... 


The Great Train Robbery; or Saved by a Woman: Detective. 

The f[talian. Adventuress; A Tale of Marvelous Plots. 

Red-Light Will, The River Detective; or The Round-Up of the Wharf, 
Rat’s Gang. f ; 

The Twin Shadowers; or A Suprising Case of Mistaken reed 

The Smugglers of New York Bay; or The River Piratés’ Greatest 
Crime. . F . 

Black Raven, the Terror of the Georgia Moonshiners; or The Moun- 
taineers’ Last Stand. 

Unmasking a Villain; or The French Detective’s Greatest ‘Case. 

Snared hv a Russian’ Duke; or An American Detective Among the 
Nihilists. 

The Mystery of the Black Pool; or The Dutch Detective’s Sensational 
¥ O22 CIS : 

The Veiled Lady of the Ruins; or Hamud’s Ghastly Discovery. 

Foiled by a Corpse; or A Tale of the Great South west. ; 

Night Hawk, the Mounted Detective; or Trailing the Mountain Out- 
laws. } 

Kidnapped in New York; or The Dangers of a Great City, 


-Lured by a Siren; or In the Clutches of a Beautiful Blackmailer, 


Old Sleuth’s Triumph; or The Great Bronx Mystery, 

A Trail of Blood; Being the sequel to “‘ Old Sleuth’s Triumph.” 

The aed of the “Red Oath;’’ or Run to Cover by a Government 
Spy. ; 

Tempted by a Woman; or The French Detective’s Narrow Eseape. 

The Million Dollar Conspiracy: or Old Sleuth to the Rescue. 

Accused from the Coffin; or The Frustration of a Dastardly Plot. 

Coolness Against Cunning; or Trailed by ‘“ Faithful Mike.” 

Foiled by Love; or The “ Molly Maguires’”? Last Stand. 

Under a Million Disguises; or Manfred the Metamorphosist. 

Tracked by the Man of Mystery; or Manfred’s. Great Triumph, being 
a sequel to Under a Million Disguises, 

The Human Blood-Hound; or ‘The Bowery Detective on the Trail. 

Marfred’s Strangest Case; or Foiled by the Weird Detective. 

Monte-Cristo Ben, the Ever Ready Detective; A Narrative of Re- 
markable Complications, 

Old Terrible, the Iron Arm Detective; or The Mystery of The Beauti- 
ful Heiress. 

The Stain of Guilt; or *f Old. Puritan” to the Rescue. 

A Conspiracy of Crime; or Foiling the Kidnappers. 

“Old Tronsides ”.in\France; or Trailed by the Giant Detective. 

The Beautiful Mystery of Paris; being’ the sequel to “Old Iron- 
sides’? in France, . 

The Gypsy Detective on the Trail; or Solving a Great Crime. 

The Half-Breed’s Secret; A Narrative of Phenomenal Adventures. 

The Italian’s Revenge; A Thrilling Narrative of Adventures. 

A Three-Fold Mystery; A Straight Out Detective Narrative. 

The Midnight League; or The Giant Detective in Ireland. ~ 

PAS Sart 08 the Dungeon; being the sequel to. “ The Midnight: 
seague, 

Gypsy Frank, the Long Trail Detective: or Solving a Great Mystery. 

The Weird Detective; or *‘ Old Baldy” on the Trail. a i 

A pereely Mystery; A Narrative of Peculiar Detective Tricks and 
Jevices. 

The Strangest Mystery in the World: or Harry Brand’s Winning Play. 

The Old Miser’s Secret; A Strange Detective Case. 

The Old Miser’s Secret; A Strange Detective Case. . 

The Man of Mystery; or Mephisto the Detective. 

The Mysterious: Detective; or Solying a Great Case. 

The American Monte-Cristo; A Strange and Marvelous Narrative. 


‘i q 


: 


For sale by all newsdealers and booksellers or sent, postage paid by the publishers 
Postage stamps taken the same as money. All back numbers always in stock, 
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BY THE GREATEST OF ALL DETECTIVE WRITERS 
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These stories, issued every Friday, are the greatest detective stories ever written. No man has ever lived in. this 
country or any other’ whose tales are so thrilling, so entrancing, which so teem with excitement and desperate situa- 
2 ‘ The stories are twice as long as these in any other library, each story having 
the enormous. total of 50,000 words. ~Nothing like it ever before attempted. 


THE FOLLOWING NUMBERS. ARE NOW OUT: 


On Their Track ; being the continuation of ‘“‘ The Wiribiicait Monte- 

The." Omnjp resent Avenger; being the continuation of “On Their 

Tragedy ‘and Strategy; being the con¢lusion of “The Omnipresent 

The Gypsy Detective’s Greatest Case; or Phil 
Rescue, 


Tremaine to the 


The Shadows of New York; or The American Monte-Cristo’s Winning 


Hand. 

The a ate Weird Legacy; A Tale of Marvelous Happenings 
in india, 

A. Mysterious Disappearance; A Singularly Strange Narrative. 

The Red Detective; A Great Tale of Mystery. 

The Weird Warnings of Fate; or Ebeon’s Strange Case, 

The Treasure-of the Rockies; A Tale of Strange Adventures. 

Bonanza Bardie’s Winning Strike; being the sequel to ‘* The Treasure 
of the Reckies.” , 

Long Shadow, the Detective; A Tale of Indian Strategy. 

ane Magic Disguise Detective; The Wierd Adventures of a “ Trans- 
orm, : 

A Young’ Detective’s Great Shadow; A Narrative of Extraordinary 
Detective Devices. 


. Stealthy Brock, the Detective; or Trailed to their Doom. 


ld Sleuth to the Rescue; A Startling Narrative of Hidden Treasure. 
MBSE eL the Avenger; being the sequel to ‘* Old -Sleuth to the 

escne. 7i! iis 

The Great Jewel Mystery;.or The Right Man in the Case. 

Jackson Cooper, the Wizerd Detective; A Narrative of Wonderful 
Detective ‘Skill, - | 

Foiling the Conspirators; or Daring Tom Carey. to the Rescue. 

be Banker's Crime; or The Weird Adventures -of ‘“ Phenomenal 
oe. + 

Gasparoni, the Italian Detective; A Strange Weird Tale of City Life. 

The Vengeante' of Fate; being the sequel to ‘‘ Gasparoni, the Italian 
Detective.” 

The Secret Special Detective; or “‘ Old Transform” on the Trail. 

The Shadow of a Crime; or the ‘Iron. Duke’s”’ Strange Case. 

The Secret of the Kidnapped Heir; A Strange Detective Narrative. 

ets by a Female Detective; being the sequel to “‘ The Kidnapped 

eir.” hth!» v 

* Old Ttronsides ” in New York; or The Daughter of the G. A. R. 

The Irish Detective; or Fergus Connor’s Greatest Case. 

The Shadow Detective; or The Mysteries of a Night. 

Detective Thrash, the Man-Trapper; A Story. of Extraordinary. De- 
tective Devices, ; 

Old Ironsides ’’ at His Best; A Marvelous Detective Narrative. 

Trailed. by an Assassin; A ‘Tale of Italian Vengeance. 

The Lust of Hate; being the sequel to “ Trailed by an Assassin.” 


. A Golden. Curse; or The Harvtst of Sin, 


The Hotel Tragedy; or ‘Manfred’s Greatest Detective Adventure. 
The Mystery of Room 207; being the sequel to The Hotel Tragedy. 
Gardemore, the Detective; or the King of the ‘‘ Shadowers,” _ 

The Fatal Chair; being the sequel to Gardemore, the Detective. 


The Mask: of Mystery; or The Graveyard “Murder. 


The Twisted Trail: being the sequel to the Mask of Mystery. 

Booth Bell; or The Prince of Detectives Among the Indians. 

The Beautiful Captive: being the continuation of Booth Bell. 

Pus Bell’s. Twisted Trail; being the sequel to The Beautiful 
aptive. ) 

The Wall Street Detective; ot Harry Weir. the Lightning Trailer. 

The Banker’s Secret; being the sequel to The Wall Street Detective. 

The Wizard’s Trail; or The Mystery of a Lost Casket. 


. The House of Mystery; being the sequefto The Wizard’s Trail. 


Old Sleuth in New York; or Trailing a Great Criminal. 

Manfred, »the Ventriloquist » Detective; W onderful 
** Shadows”? in New York. 

Wild Madge; or The Female Government Detective. 

Old Electricity in New York; or Wayne Winthrop’s Trail of a 
“* Dead Secret.”’ 

Gamal the Hunchback; or The Adventures of a Ventriloquist. 

Seth Bond, Detective; or the Mystery. of an Old Mansion- 


or Midnight 


. Galloway, the Detective: or Running the Crooks to Earth. 


Old Sleuth’s Quest: or A Fair Daughter’s Fate. 
Presto Quick; or The Weird Magician Detective. 


. Old Tronsides Long Trail; or The Giant Detective Out West. 
. Forgin 


the Links: being the sequel to Old. Ironsides Long Trail. 
Queen Myra; or A Woman’s Great Game of Hide and Seek. 

The Duke of New York;, or The’ Adventures of a Billionaire. 
Prowler Tom, the Detective: or The Floating Beauty Mystery. 
Man Against Man; being the seanel. to Prowler Tom. 

Old Sleuth’s Silent Witness; or The Dead Hand at the Morgue. 
The League of Four; or The Trail of the Man Tracker. 


The House of Fear; or The Young Duke’s Strange Quest. 


TO BE PUBLISHED ON FRIDAY. 


Foiled by Fate; being the sequel to The House of Fear. 
A Dash for Millions; or Old. Ironsides. Trail of Mystery. 
The Trail of Three; or The Motor Pirates’ Last Stand. 
A Dead Man’s Hand; or Caught by his Own Victim. 


3136. 


upon receipt of 6 cents per copy, 10 copies. for 50 cents. 


‘THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY, CLEVELAND, OHIO, U.S.A. 
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Standing Alone at the Head of Its Class 


The 
American Indian Weekly 


PUBLISHED EVERY THURSDAY 


This great weekly is a radical departure from all other five-cent weeklies that are now being 
published. 


It has the greatest stories of frontier life, of Indians and of the far West that have ever been 
issued. 


The stories are longer than those published in any other five-cent library, except the celebrated 
OLp SLEUTH WEEKLY. 


They are all edited by Colonel Spencer Dair, the most celebrated Indian Scout, Bandit Tracker 
and Gun Fighter of modern fiction. ‘ 


A new number is issued every Thursday. 


LIST OF TITLES 


THE OUTLAW’S PLEDGE or The Raid on the Old Stockade 
TRACKED TO HIS LAIR or The Pursuit of the Midnight Raider 
THE-BLACK DEATH g or The Curse of the Navajo Witch 
THE SQUAW MAN'S REVENGE or Kidnapped by the Piutes 
TRAPPED BY THE CREES or Tricked by a Renegade Scout 
BETRAYED BY A MOCCASIN or The Round-Up of the Indian Smugglers 
FLYING CLOUD’S LAST STAND or The Battle of Dead Man’s Canyon 
A DASH *FOR LIFE. uc cad 6 dig ae wdind OR ase be Deen Salina ee ca or Tricked by Timber Wolves 
THE DECOY MESSAGE or The Ruse of the Border Jumpers 
THE MIDNIGHT ALARM or The Raid on the Paymaster’s Camp 
THE-MASKED RIDERS  2.53.40.4 ie i ee ee eS or The Mystery of Grizzly Gulch 
LURED BY OUTLAWS or The Mounted Ranger’s Desperate Ride 


») 
fs 
5 
vw. 
a. 


TO BE PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY 


February 23—No. 13. STAGE COACH BILL’S LAST RIDE or The Bandits of Great Bear Lake 
March 2—No. 14. THE TRAGEDY,OF HANGMAN’S GULCH or The Ghost of Horn Mountains 
March 9—No. 15. THE TREASURES OF MacKENZIE ISLES or The Outlaw’s Drag-Net 
March 16—No.-16.. ‘HELD’ UP. ATOSNAKE -BASEN son ope bese cece or The Renegade’s Death-Vote 
March 23—-No. 17. THE MAIL RIDER’S DASH WITH DEATH or The Desperado of Poker Flat 
March 30—No. 18. THE RED MASSACRE or The Hold-Up Men of Barren Lands 
April 6—No. 19. THE MYSTERY OF THE ARCTIC CIRCLE or The Robbers’ Round-Up 
April 3—No. 20. HOUNDED BY RED MEN................0or The Road Agents of Porcupine River 
April 20—No. 21. THE FUR TRADER’S DISCOVERY or The Brotherhood of Thieves 
April 27—No. 22. THE SMUGGLERS OF LITTLE SLAVE LAKE or The Trapper’s Vengeance 
May 4—No. 23. NIGHT RIDERS OF THE NORTHWEST or The Vigilantes’ Revenze 
May 11—No. 24. THE SPECTRE OF THUNDERBOLT CAVERN..or Tricked by Midnight Assassins 


: The AMERICAN INDIAN WEEKLY is for sale by all newsdealers and booksellers, or it 
will be sent to any address postpaid by the publishers upon receipt of 6c per copy, 10 Spies for 50c. 
All back numbers ‘always i in stock. 


THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY 
CLEVELAND, OHIO, JU. S. A. 





